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Sports lMlustrated 


HOW ALCINDOR PARALYZED 


Sports Illustrated, April 3, 1967 
Editor: Andre Laguerre 
Art Director: Richard Gangel 
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Rupy VanpERLANS 

Introduction 
Sports Illustrated, that’s the magazine that made a lasting impression on me, more than 
any other magazine I can think of. The reason is simple: Sports Illustrated painted a 
picture of America and American life that I fell in love with and that I continue to 


idealize when the need arises. 


While at the time I was only barely able to read the articles (I was 12 or so, and English 


se 
i 
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was my second language), the mixture of photography, writing and advertisements served up 
by Sports Illustrated was enough to temporarily transport me to a world of fantasy. There’s one 
image in particular that sticks in my mind, an advertisement for a large insurance company. 
In it, a little boy is raking leaves in front of a large suburban home on a tree-lined street 
somewhere in New England. Stingray bike on the sidewalk, dad’s wood-paneled station 
wagon in the driveway. The photo was saturated with the orange red and golden brown colors 


of fallen leaves and late afternoon winter sunshine. 

To me, this kid’s life seemed pretty damn perfect. 

I couldn't see through the deceit. I totally bought it; I was mesmerized by it. Obviously, I 
wasn’t interested in life insurance, I simply wished it was me raking leaves. Like Americans 
hung up on Paris and brie and café au laits, | was dreaming of a world more colorful, more 
exciting, and less overcast than the one I inhabited. I’m sure the SI editors never considered 
a Dutch kid 3,000 miles away as part of their demographics, but Sports Illustrated delivered an 
illusion as if it was created for me alone. 

While layout and design were alien notions not to be discovered by me until years later, I 
was nonetheless attracted to many things graphic. The pages of SI were filled with 
photographs of players in brightly colored uniforms boasting imaginative team logos set 
against the backdrop of bigger-than-life type laid out against huge expanses of grass, 
hardwood floors or ice rinks. Nobody dresses up sports like the Americans. This often makes 

me wonder why it is that a country able to produce such brilliant vernacular sports 
graphics overlooks its unique heritage when it comes to the design of the Olympics. The 
graphics for the Los Angeles and Atlanta Olympics can easily be considered great 
graphic design, but more so when seen within the narrow context of graphic design than 
the popular world of sports. But here I stray. Magazines is the topic. 


There was one store in my hometown that sold Sports Illustrated. It was on the other side 
of town. I still remember bicycling home through the ice cold Dutch winter weather, white 
knuckled hands frozen ice cold to the handle bars with Sports Illustrated tucked underneath 
my coat. It's hard to imagine any magazine in existence today that I’d make such sacrifices for. 

There are other magazines that made an impact, though. When in art school, in the 
mid-7os, Herb Lubalin’s U&lc (published by ITC) seemed vibrant, particularly when 
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contrasted with the rather dull corporate identity design occupying most design annuals in 
the 7os. U&le was altogether on a singular trip heading away from the pack, with Lubalin’s 
visual puns adding a welcome bit of humor to the overly serious problem-solving world of 
qos design. And there’s a little known resurrection of Arts & Architecture, designed by Rip 
Georges, published in the mid-80s that was just too cool to be true. Which, I guess it was, 
since it existed for only a few years. Those die-cut pages, paper variety throughout each issue 
and immaculate Japanese full color printing mustn't have helped the bottom line much. 

At the time, it was difficult to imagine magazine design could get much better, though. 
Generously spaced bold Futura and Bodoni type poured into dynamically shaped columns set 
alongside full bleed, full color architectural photography, and the whole magazine filled out 
with similarly cool early Ron Rezek and L.A. Eyewear advertisements. Arts & Architecture 
seemed like the epitome of magazine design. Looking at it now, however, it’s difficult to 
imagine what the excitement was all about —a fate reserved for many magazines considered 
innovative at one time. The Face, for instance, set the world of magazine design ablaze in the 
mid-80s. And while those early issues still hold their own, they now look surprisingly 
subdued. No fault of their own, though. The copycats diluted the intentions of the originators 
by generally misappropriating their ideas and wearing them thin in the process, leaving both 
original and copy looking stale. 

While the odds are heavily stacked against survival, let alone success, magazines con- 
tinue to be published and remain high on the preferred projects lists of designers. Henry 
Brimmer, the art director and editor of Photo Metro, once told me about being “bit by the 
magazine snake” and, once bit, how difficult it was to do much else. I've come to fully 
understand that remark. Not only do magazines play a dominant role in shaping and 
reflecting our culture; there are few places where the combination of image and text are 
played out more intensely, providing the ultimate playground for designers. With each issue, 
previous failures can be revisited, while successful solutions can be built upon and fine- 
tuned. Or, as William Owen put it in his book Modern Magazine Design, “There’s no better 


place to make mistakes.” 


For some unexplainable reason, I tossed out those two or three years’ worth of Sports 
Illustrated issues. Time must pass before you realize how good certain magazines really are. 
Looking back, Sports Illustrated stands out for me. And while I haven’t bought an issue since, 
whenever I’m in my dentist's waiting room and spot a copy, it’s what I pick up. And I read 
with interest about the Golden State Warriors and their continued need for a big center, or 
whether Jerry Jones should or should not have the right to have his Dallas Cowboys commit to 
an all out endorsement of Nike. But the real thrill that SI used to generate is gone. Now, all it 
offers me is a way to pass time while taking in some cultural trivia. There’s no lasting im- 
pression, though. 

This made me wonder. When it comes to magazines, which ones do we remember best, 
and what about them is it that makes them so memorable? In an earlier issue I've suggested, 
as have others before me, to perhaps discuss design in a wider context. Designers have a 
tendency to look at design as being separate from what it communicates. They tend to isolate 
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design from content. It’s understandable, since designers are visually inclined, but it often 


results in an obsession with surface style. 


With this issue I’m attempting, with fuzzy focus, to look at the larger picture. I asked five 


people whom I admire greatly, and who can offer intriguing angles from which to analyze and 


talk about magazines, to take this to task. To force some kind of definite judgment, each 


person was asked to choose one magazine that made a lasting impact on them and then to 


expound on their choice, and, if they so desired, the general topic of magazines. 


This, then, is an experiment. 


RA 
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Kenneth FitzGerald currently teaches in the Foundation Department at 
Montserrat College of Art in Beverly, MA and does freelance design for corporate 
America. He is considering compiling a design lexicon to be called The Printer’s 
Devil's Dictionary. 


Denise Gonzales Crisp is the only graphic designer employed at Surex Stove, 

her studio in Los Angeles. She also teaches courses at Art Center College of 
Design and California Institute of the Arts. Deborah Griffin is a visiting faculty at 
the Institute for Theory Appliance. Her book, | Want My Envy, Please, can be found 
on remainder tables nationwide. Any similarity between Ms. Griffin and Ms. 
Gonzales Crisp is purely intentional. 


Poet Daniel X. O'Neil is the author of Bricks, Memo To All Employees, Deluses: 
Psycho-Battle In One Act, Annotated Bibliography of American Poetry Told Through the 
Pulitzer Prize, and the eight-part verse essay; Boilerplate: Koreshians, Potential 
Rioters, and Bureaucratic Complicity in American Self- Destruction, subtitled Being 

a List of Eight Ways in Which the Dead at Waco Were A Lot Like the Rest of Us. 

He lives in Chicago. 


Nancy Bonnell-Kangas is a writer living in Columbus, Ohio with Greg and their 
two sons. She edits Nancy's Magazine, a biennial retort to Reader's Digest et al., 
and reads poetry on her biweekly radio show, “This Won't Hurt Much.” 


Martin Venezky is the art director at Speak, a San Francisco-based pop culture 
magazine, where he manages to utilize a highly engaging typographic style without 
compromising legibility. He also teaches experimental typography at California 
College of Arts and Crafts. 
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arts-architecture 
Housing 5 


Arts+Architecture, Vol. 3, No. 3, 1984 
Publisher/Editor in Chief: Barbara Goldstein 
Art Director: Rip Georges 
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Paul@ Linda « Gregg & Cher @ Ron Wood ® Queen 
America’s Only Rock ‘n’ Roll Magazine 
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Kennetu FirzGeratp 


On Creem Magazine 1970-1976 


Since Creem was? is? a rock-n-roll magazine, you know the risk I’m taking here 
celebrating its 7os glory days. That’s right — the boring old fart factor. Some aging guy 
swoons over an artyfact of his bygone youth, boring an audience with different, often 
younger, experiences. He imbues the love-object with enough aura to outglare the 
noonday sun — that then toasts and warps all those headed-to-trade-in LPs stacked in 
the back seat of his car. The ecstatic wax starts flowing but, for you, the illumination is 
no better than candlelight. I know the way by heart; you're all stumbling over mental 
furniture. While I promise this isn't a complete nostalgia trip, the essential argument is 
personal. 


I won't be placing Creem on any sort of pedestal for you to admire. If anything, it’s the 
stray trash blowing ‘round the foot of the pillar. I'm only mildly regretful at tossing my old 
copies. But it immediately came to mind for this article. While one prominent, obvious 
reason for the choice presented itself, there had to be more. I began writing this as much to 
discover why I chose Creem as to explain. 

The foremost reason I value Creem magazine of this time is that it was the first home of 
writer Lester Bangs. When people list rock-n-rollers cursédly cut down in their prime, I 
always include LB. And right up at the top, too. He’s right alongside those flawed herces he so 
insightfully and movingly eulogized: Lennon, Elvis. That's how important he was for critical 
writing on popular music and the culture that surrounds it. To write about music culture is to 
write about our entire culture and he pegged it regularly. Read Wurrz Were You WHEN ELvis 
Diep? (published not in Creem but in the Village Voice; he had moved on and upward) and you 
get a succinct and insightful description of the postmodern condition in human terms. 

I would certainly direct anyone who loves great writing (and/or music) to Bangs’s 
posthumous collection Psychotic Reactions and Carburetor Dung. In his introduction, editor 
and friend Greil Marcus (author of Lipstick Traces, a landmark consideration of music and 
culture that owes a great deal to Bangs) contributes a more comprehensive portrait of Bangs 
than I could hope to provide. Mostly, the book contains a cross section of writing that is 
unmatched in its passion, insight, and honesty. 

When I'm writing — particularly something like this — it’s Lester Bangs’s echo I'm 
chasing. Our lives are entirely dissimilar but there are aspects of his personality with which I 
strongly identify. One is a conviction that you must give everything a hearing — especially 
“low” culture detritus like pop music. Lester said it was okay to find profundity here and 
regularly revealed it. He expressed how and why these rattles and hums generated by 
frequently tawdry, egotistic, arrested-development cases added vital elements to life. And 


yea, may even provide life’s meaning. (See...rock-n-roll isn’t so different from design.) 
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What I emotionally connected with in Bangs’s writing was — unsurprisingly — his 
irreverence. Unsurprising because he was the king of rock-n-roll disdain for pompous 
charlatans and going-through-the-motion hacks. His bona fides in this area were im- 
peccable: banishment from Rolling Stone's review pages for six years due to insufficient 
respect for the lower-case lords of the new church. 

Mocking rock star conceit provides ready, crowd-pleasing material (see This is Spinal 
Tap). However, Bangs, though pessimistic to the point of occasional fatalism, wasn’t a 
nihilist. He impressed upon me that irreverence contained reverence. It was because we 
loved these things so much that we questioned them so closely. You needed to keep a check 
on your passion so you might see clearly...and guard your heart from the disappointment 
that often comes from worshiping mere people. With the adulation of millions, your herces 

3 8 % may forget they're human, but don’t you dare make that mistake. Take the work seriously, not 
yourselves. 

There is more to say about Creem than Bangs’s writing. He was, however, the dominant, 
defining voice. The magazine was somebody else’s band, but Lester was the star writer, 
arranger, and player. He wrote features, record reviews, photo captions, and replies to 
readers’ letters. His attitude pervaded the magazine. That attitude extended to design issues. 
Many of these things I feel are lessons to the designer, though more subtle than discussing 
layout approaches. 

One idea is how every aspect of the magazine could be up for reinterpretation. Like 
photo captions. Bangs labeled snaps of rockers and amplified whatever buffoonery or falsity 
(real or imagined) he found there with a choice inscription. Here was text and image playing 
off each other, reinforcing and recontextualizing each other. Many of those pix were 
nondescript but Lester found something to focus on and remix. For me, this was instruction 
on how the radical could lurk in the mundane. A photo caption could cut deeper than a novel. 

There was pastiche: the regular “Boy Howdy profile” that lampooned the Dewar’s ads 
and the stars who consented to clutch the Boy Howdy can. To this day, I don’t know if Boy 
Howdy was a real drink. I expect to hear someday that its name was a smirking Detroit 
reference to something (what else?) sexual. The ad went beyond parody by engaging the 
musicians in the process of their defaming. 

When regarded in standard formal terms, there isn't much — if anything — to value in 
Creem’s pages. The layout was of the slap-it-down/move-it-out school. Garish color cover 
with tubular-phallic logo, s&w newsprint pages, lots of Souvenir. There were, however, 
touches that broke down an off-the-shelf design. 

Creem had a table of contents and departments but wasn’t very strict about organization. 
Record reviews seemed to sprout up everywhere. You thought Lester’s opinions were crap? 
Well then, just flip back to Christgau’s "Rock-O-Rama” for his capsule ratings. It could all be 
rather free-form. Close enough for jazz — or rock-n-roll. Deliberate deconstruction or 
deadline pressure? Surely the latter but it ends up the same. Creem’s look was consistent with 
rock-n-roll in the 7os and its place within the system. Professional but loose. 

A steady dosing of irreverence was in order for rock. The music was barely into its 
twenties and already showing early onset of Alzheimer’s. Corporate rock was suiting up. 
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Rather than fighting the power, our rebel angels were stroking the gabardine. Rolling Stone 
was still a must-read though developing a high fawning factor. Hit Parader? Please. Billboard? 
That’s Martin Venezky’s gig. Creem was the garage band of music magazines. They practiced 
but occasionally wandered from the arrangement. They were as tight as they needed to be to 
get your attention. 

Bangs left Creem and freelanced for a variety of journals. I found him in Crawdaddy, a 
smarter, mature Creem (sounds like an oxymoron), and read it regularly until it folded. 
Musician magazine arose and there was Bangs — continuing his support for the mis- 
understood, unappreciated genius — with a definitive profile of Brian Eno. My visits to the 
newsstands became a Where’s Lester? search through everything music-related. And then, in 
1982, the news came of his accidental death. Somewhere along the line, Creem died too. 


A few years ago, Creem reappeared with Marvin Jarrett as editor and Gary Koepke as 
designer. I got a small thrill at seeing it transformed and on the newsstand again. The 
short-lived new Creem looked much better but was, ultimately, just another gos music 
magazine. It was like a band reforming to capitalize on nostalgia. I realized that brief thrill 
was my subconscious thinking Lester had come to life again. But he hadn't. I put the first issue 
down and never looked again. Jarrett moved on from the former land of Bangs — pushing the 
envelope of magazine writing — to start Ray Gun, land of Carson and...you know the rest. 

I miss Lester and wish he were writing today. And I wonder how his words would look on 
the pages of today’s magazines. We know how those Ray Gun texts are never as challenging as 
their designs. The authors are frequently Lester Bangs wanna-be’s, commanding only a 
single shot from his devastating arsenal. | fantasize? rationalize? that Lester would be hip to 
these aggressive design approaches and attempt to drive them further. He'd blaze outrageous 
words for the trailblazing treatments! This unreasonable guide to horrible noise wrote (to 
quote The New York Times) “...in gusts and swirls and pratfalls....” The variegated typography 
of Carson or Venezky might well suit Lester's many moods. 

And while I'd enjoy seeing some of Bangs’ past words reinterpreted this way, I don’t 
think Creem would have been “improved” any by a “better” design. I suppose what I read into 
Creem (and had reinforced by other influences) was the hidden, subversive power of the 
ordinary. It isn’t always the wild, experimental things that inspire. And thinking of this is 
where I stumbled across why I really selected Creem magazine. It was the high school 
magazine I worked on and entirely forgot. 

In my senior year, a couple of friends and I, plus a rogue faculty advisor (a math 
teacher), turned our moribund Haverhill High School newspaper (The Brown and Gold) into a 
magazine. Our serious reporting mixed equally with Monty Pythonish gags. It was, in a word, 
irreverent. Qualitatively, it wasn’t so far from Creem — a national magazine. I noticed this. 
Given the opportunity, anything might be possible. It was my first published writing and 
designing. Looking back, I was in my element and can only wonder why it took so long to get 
back. 

When it came time to choose the after high school direction, I was presented with a 
Choice. I could write words or arrange them on a page. For me, separating these pursuits was 
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like splitting twins joined at the head. I sought someplace where this condition looked good 
— or was no odder than anything else you'd see. It was more fun to hang around the Art 
Department than the English. And a “commercial art” career looked, at best, stultifying. 

Later, as an undergrad in art school, I voiced the conceit that I would someday publish 
the Creem magazine of the art/culture world. Big talk from a Ceramics major. I'd champion 
the neglected, expose hypocrisy, deflate pretension, and generally wallow in my love/hate 
relationship with the creative process and its processors. That particular theme got 
side-tracked but the desire to do-it-myself obviously hasn't. Most days, my fantasies are 
modest. I imagine the blurb now: America’s best writer reviews for an obscure design magazine! 
You laugh, but stranger things have happened...though I can’t think of any. 


I wouldn’t argue that I read a lot into Creem magazine. Perhaps the reading into process is 
what's most important. | could throw those old copies of Creem away because I had in- 
ternalized the attitude, the understanding. That's the true magazine. | say the same for these 
rarer, carefully conserved journals in my collection. What is being saved when we preserve 
these artifacts? Isn't it all personal? Maybe it would be better if all this printed matter 
decomposed more quickly. Monthlies evaporate after 31 days. Time would really be history 
after a fortnight. Emigre — gone south with the next turn of season! What would our design be 
like if printed with secret agent fading inks? We'd be left with our memories. Maybe we then 
would see a real plethora of approaches. Or the wheel constantly reinvented...if we're not 
there already. There's plenty of work I wish would fade away — mine at the top of the list. 

What makes us hold onto these things is aura. Aura is an object's ineffable attraction 
beyond its physical qualities — its history, pedigree, associations, reputation. You never know 
where it adheres and why. This is a real concern for designers, who usually labor to generate 
aura through formal means. The reading into concept drives most of them nuts. You can’t 
specify it. Like Robert Pirsig's Quality (and perhaps they're the same creature), I think there's 
an aura event apart from the producer and the produced. Some people have the receivers in 
their heads; when tuned to the right frequency they pick it up. 


It's a mystery what will inspire people. Adventures close to home may be just as exciting 
as travels at the edge. I really don’t know how you deal with it other than acceptance. And 
keep working. 

Today, I see the spirit of Lester Bangs and Creem scattered throughout hundreds of zines 
and small magazines. It’s why I'll pick up anything, look at it and read it. Every so often, 
something strums that chord —the words, the look, the 'tude — and I add it to the collection. 

You can tell —and you never can tell. 
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Creem, November. 1975 
Editor: Wayne Robins 
Art Director: Charles Auringer 
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People, December 30, 1996 
Editor in Chief: Norman Pearlstine 
Art Director: John Shecut Jr. 
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Denise Gonzales Crisp 


EVERYDAY PEOPLE PLAY 


Act 1, SCENE I 


{1996: Curtain opens on a therapist's office furnished with contemporary leather sofa, 
armchair, potted plants, desk, table, bookcase. Enter DR. E. and LINDA stage left, talking, 
taking their respective seats. They are both familiar with the routine. } 

DR. E.: Sorry to keep you waiting. 

inpa: S’okay. I was distracted by that “Best and Worst Dressed” bit in People magazine. It 
really kills me. What's wrong with Dennis Rodman dressing in earrings and hot pants? 
He's only doing it to buy press, like Madonna. 

pr. &.: Madonna is a woman. 

rinpa: Madonna’s a celebrity. One of the more interesting ones, I'd say. 

px. £.: {Nods silently} 

inpA: But maybe they're so interesting that they're boring. Full circle, you know? Then 
again, everything’s boring. The best dressed are understated boring, with a designer 
label. Hyperbolic boring is better. 

pR. £.: What do you mean by “hyperbolic boring?” 

tinpA: Extravaganza! Like Steven Segal’s style, dressing to look like a magic carpet. If you're 
going to be boring, you might as well do it interestingly... 

pr. E.: Then your style must fall in the “understated boring” category. 

tinpa: It dees. I guess I’m not looking for the kind of attention hyperboring receives. People 
might truly expect me to be interesting. 

pr. £.: | doubt it. But don’t you feel interesting, in any case? 

r1NpA: I just don’t want people to expect it. 

pr. £.: ! see. What might happen if you didn’t live up to this expectation? 

tinpa: I guess I fear they'd leave, go talk to somebody else. Or they'd figure out I was just 
looking for attention. 

pr. E.: Attention is to be avoided then? 

rinpa: Yes...ehm...well, no, of course not. (Stands and paces the room} Attention is...good I 
guess. A massive celebrity system says it’s good. Here I am paying for your undivided 
attention. Reminds me of...when I was eleven we were living in a small town, the place I 
mentioned to you not too long ago... {Music comes up faintly, gets louder, finally drowns out 
LINDA’s monologue. The lights fade simultaneously until the characters are silhouetted — 
LINDA talking and pacing, DR. E. nodding — against a projected backdrop of scenes between a 
young girl's super-ego and id (played by the Olsen Twins) and her mother (played by Glenn 
Close). They act out Linda's minor humiliations: A junior high speech, a piano recital, an 
ill-fitting hand-me-down, ete. It ends with the Olsen twins crying. Lights come up, music stops.} 
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pr. £.: I'm afraid our time is up. 

inva: {Wiping her eyes with tissue.} Right. Okay. {She heads for the door, hesitates, looks back} 
Can I borrow that People magazine? 

pr. E.: Certainly. 

{Stage gees black as the door shuts.} 


from Te Instos Tencr “I was serving on a committee to produce a promotional 

Nevivere Faas amen brochure for the university, and we were meeting with a design 
consultancy team. At one point, an art director advised that 
we feature students prominently in the brochure because, he 
said, ‘People are like dogs. When dogs find each other, 
they stop whatever they’re up to, charge one another and start 
sniffing away. I’m telling you, using people is a sure-fire 
strategy for attracting an audience.’” 


me 
i 
» 
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fron twont ny Envy Please “The theater of infotainment has been with us always: 

tts, sees taut stained glass, town criers, crime fiction, store windows. It was 
here in 1976, the splendiferous Bicentennial year. The year 
Rocky won the Oscar for best picture. Peter Finch and Faye 
Dunaway took the best actor awards for their performances in 
Network, the apocalyptic satire in which an erstwhile news 
anchor voices America’s unnamed frustration with the cry ‘I’m 
mad as hell and I’m not going to take it anymore!’ People 
magazine had covered two Academy Award ceremonies already... 
Clearly, the age of infotainment had found momentum, 
gearing up for its current hyper-speed and targeting an un- 
precedented number of viewers.” 


Act 1, Scene 2 


{1984: Curtain opens on an office with contemporary leather sofa, armchair, potted plants, 
table, desk, etc. People covers are framed and hanging around the room. PAUL holds a clip- 
board and is seated behind the desk facing MITCHELL.} 

PAUL: So, “Mitchell” is it? 

MITCHELL: Yes, Mitchell. 

paul: Thank you for taking the time for our survey, Mitchell. Now. Just answer as quickly and 
as briefly as you can. Are you ready? 

MITCHELL: Ready. 

pauL: Okay. How did you find out about this survey? 
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MITCHELL: In your magazine. 
pau: {Making a check mark on the clipboard.} What made you decide to participate? 


MITCHE: 


The special edition bound book of special People issues. 
paut: Not the tote bag? 

MITCHELL: Yes. I mean no. 

paut: How did you decide on an occupation, Mitchell? 

MITCHELL: Someone suggested I study art because | was pretty good at drawing. 
paut: And did you attend college to study art? 

MITCHELL: Yes. 

pau: How did you decide on which college to attend? 

MITCHELL: It was near my house. 

pauL: Do you know who the most intriguing people are? $15 & 
MITCHELL: Yes. 

paut: Do you subscribe to any magazines? 

MITCHELL: Yes. 

paut: Which ones? 

marcHeLt: Yours. And U.S. News and World Report. 

pau: {Writing on the clipboard} Are you married? 

MITCHELL: Metropolitan Home. 

PAUL: Pardon? 

MITCHELL: My wife. She subscribes to Met Home. 

paut: {Makes a check mark} Married. How did you decide to marry your wife? 
MITCHELL: She asked me. 

paut: Do you know who the most fascinating women are? 
MITCHELL: Yes. 

pau: Do you know who our villains are? 

MITCHELL: Yes. 

paut: How did you decide what car to drive? 

MITCHELL: Yes. Oops. Sorry. Ads. 

PAUL: That's it, Mitchell. Thanks for coming in. 

MITCHELL: That's it? 

pau: That's it. You can pick up your tote bag at the reception desk. 
MITCHELL: Book. 

paut: Sorry. Your book. Thanks again. 

MITCHELL: Anytime. 

{Lights cut to black. } 


from Tue inszoe tener “People, like all magazines of its type, stages information 

vew york tines ee nS" to suggest we are peering through windows, acting as witness, 
jury and judge to the acts of real people, herces and 
psychopaths... It isn’t true that some of us are outside of it 
and some are mired in it. Nor is it entirely true that we are all 
made of it. I propose that we each are above it, cruising about 
ona remote control box, feet tap-tap-tapping upon a scene 
changer. Are we looking for somewhere to alight? Perhaps 
some are. But most of us aren’t. Where would we land, with so 
much else to see?” 


Act 1, Scene 3 


{1973: Curtain opens on a living room with contemporary leather sofa, armchair, potted plants, 
ete. Enter SAMANTHA stage left, sifting through mail. Seeing one envelope, she walks excitedly 
to the middle of the room and sits on the floor, pulling out its contents. A video camera is 
focused on her activity from above and is shown to the audience on two large-screen televisions 
at both ends of the stage.} 
[Vipzo pov: ON THE FLOOR IS A MAGAZINE SUBSCRIPTION PACKET THAT INCLUDES A SHEET OF 
POSTAGE-SIZED STAMPS — EACH STAMP IS A MINIATURE MAGAZINE COVER. SAMANTHA CAREFULLY 
PULLS APART THE STAMPS AND SORTS THROUGH THEM, SETTING SOME ASIDE, ARRANGING, REAR- 
| RANGING. EVERY MOMENT OF THIS TEDIOUS PROCESS NEEDS TO BE TAPED. THE ACTOR SHOULD AD- 
| 3 16 g LIB MONOLOGUE: 
SAMANTHA: Seventeen...Definitely Glamour. Hmmm...Psychology Today would be interes- 
ting...Rolling Stone for sure... two left. Time possibly. Good Housekeeping...no no no. 


Maybe. Life. Popular Mechanics?... A ser OF FIVE IS FINALLY SET ASIDE. ALTERNATES SIT 


NEARBY. ] 

I samantHa: {Pausing to consider her choices} Only five. How can anybody decide with only five... 
moruer: {Enter stage left} Hey, I said I'm home! 

samantua: (Not looking up} Sorry Mom. Didn't hear you. How was work? 

motuer: {Removing her coat} Horrific. What are you up to? 


saMANTHA: I’m choosing magazines. A subscription thingy came in... 


moruer: Oh no you don't. 
| SAMANTHA: I’m just pretending to order. Man! 
MOTHER: You're daydreaming when there’s a dishwasher full of dishes in that kitchen...and I 
suppose your homework is done? 
SAMANTHA: I'll do it later! MAN! 
| motuer: I really don't understand you, Sam. Why do you like those damn things so much? 
| You do it with record offers, the book club, and you don’t even read books as far as I can 
tell! {Heading for the door} I'm taking a bath and when I get out, I'd better find you 
| working on something constructive like your homework or, better yet, dinner. {Exit} 
| samantHa: {Mocking} I'm taking a bath... (She stands, moves to front center, addresses the 
audience.} | hope she drowns. (Walking the stage} She orders five different lipsticks from 
Avon every two months and she deesn’t understand. Come to think of it, though, the 
colors are always kinda peach, kinda pink, kinda ruby red. Everything’s the same for 
her. She comes and goes. Says the same things. Dees the same things. She’s so boring. 
{John Lennon's Imagine cues up. She sways to the music.} One time I picked Boy's Life, 
MotorTrend, Sports Illustrated...um... Esquire and Playboy. { “Imagine all the people, living for 
| today..."} Another time it was Cosmopolitan, Caterer, Colliers, Craft and Christian Life. 
Tonight it seemed harder to choose. I’m just not sure who I am lately. My best friend 
Valerie says it’s because we're at the end of high school; at the end of childhood...on the 
threshold of adulthood...about to launch into the wide world where everything will 
change forever. {“People say I'm a dreamer, but I’m not the only one...”} She's probably 
| right.. {“Thope some-d-a-a-a-y you'll join us, and the world will live as one...."} Man... 


{Spotlight cuts.} 
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INTERMISSION 


fron Wecone ro Tue Wen... “The task of the infotainment architect/engineer/designer is 
tuertunetonersi, t0 inspire desire. And desire is inspired primarily by boredom. 
ev York ines ici ts ins, We suspend boredom through motion. Any small movement that 

leads us from boredom to desire is acceptable. Television moves. 
Magazines move, faster than books, but books move too. The 
Internet moves - we don’t read or look at the web, we surf it... 
What we have in all media is acute efficiency of movement. 
Generic boredom is instantly supplanted by desirous boredom.” qizg 
“Boredom is a byproduct of the things we make, the things that 
save us time. Then we make things to fill the time we save. 
Things that amuse, inform, mystify, delight. Things that fill 
our eyes, ears, hands, noses, mouths in order to occupy our 
minds and souls. The act of filling is what’s important here... 


Act 11, ScENE1 


{1996: Curtain opens on a living room with contemporary leather sofa, etc. Books and papers 
are stacked and strewn everywhere. Enter JIM and SUSAN stage left, talking. JIM sits, points to 
the magazine he sees on the coffee table} 

ym: Where did that come from? 

susan: {Pouring two glasses of wine} It’s Linda's. 

yum: {Picking up the magazine} People magazine? 

susan: She’s our guest. Be nice. 

Jim: She reads this tripe? 

susan: It’s INTeresting... 

yim: {mocking} What's so INTeresting about it? 

susan: {handing a glass to JIM, she takes the magazine from him, sits and leafs through it} Well, 
it’s harmless entertainment, anyway. {continues to scan the pages} See, here’s a piece 
about how much sitcom stars make... 

yu: {picking up a nearby book} How very INTeresting. 

susan: There’s other stuff in here. Look, they have book reviews... 

{Along silence ensues while JIM and SUSAN read.} 
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susan: Here’s something interesting. A writer in New York couldn't get her work published, 
so she tacked up her stories on the street, like posters. That worked, but it was risky, so 
she started a web site, which she says is “the equivalent of... 

uinpa: {off stage} Anybody home? 

susan: {Yelling toward the door} We're in here. {To JIM, continuing} "...the equivalent of the 
neighborhood lamppost.” She now has over 1,000 new visitors a week and fans have 
translated her work into three other languages. 

rinpa: {entering through the door} Hullo! {gestures to the wine bottle} May I? 

susan: Help yourself. We were just looking through your magazine. 

yim: We? 

susan: Well, I was. It’s beneath Mr. Intellectual here. 


se 
7 
e 

aie 


tina: {pouring} I brought that with me to read on the plane. | figured since I was coming to 
California I should bone up on my celebrities. (Laughs, moves toward JIM} 

yim: You're in Berkeley, Linda, not Hollywood. 

una: {Refreshing JIM’s glass} True. But you're a lot closer to them than I am in Denver. 

jim: These people, and everydamnbody else in the world, are your neighbors already. Just 
open the cover of that magazine. There they are, ready to lend you a cup of sugar. 

susan: Ignore him. 
{A doorbell rings that sounds like a soundstage bell. The lights dim, a spotlight hits the front 
door. It flies open to Demi and Bruce throwing sugar packets like confetti. They walk upstage, 
waving, followed by a parade of celebrities: Rosie and Madonna, Spike, Ron and Tom, 
McCauley, Whitney, Mel, Cindy, Lili, Mick, etc.* They each pause at the door, toss sugar 
packets to resounding applause, walk on and off. When the last exits, cheering subsides and 
lights go up.} 

tina: {Reading from the magazine} "...If fevered excitement can be captured... 

qm: (Big, loud yawn.} 

LINDA: “...expect magic.” 


“Note to Producer: Any celebrity will do—whcever happens to be in town for the night. 


Pousti “The playbill [for Everyday People Play] contains an interview 
Thesbion Quarterly, spring, 1996 With the playwright. He zealously describes looking at People 

magazine when the thought struck him that it tis a moveable 
theater with a walk-on cast of thousands - an inexhaustible 
pool of celebrity waits in the wings.’ Later, his stage 
transmogrifies: ‘The pages spread out on my lap like a 
television screen...and I had control of the pause button.’ 
“This detail incensed Los Angeles Times theater critic James W. 
Pershing. It became fodder for his June 12, 1992, review: 
‘According to Everyday People Play's dubious playwright, 
theater, television and magazines are one in the same, just as 
hair dryers, tape recorders and coffee makers are, I 
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suppose...What the play needs is a user’s manual, one 

that would point out how to exit this artless, Sisyphean hell...’ 
His review continues spewing venom to the last line. 

“why, then, dees the production continue to play to packed 
houses, despite this and other brutal criticism? What Pershing 
and his fellow critics failed to understand is the value (and the 
economy) of boredom. All media is driven by it, a point the 
playwright unwittingly hit upon. I believe it to be the basis for 
the play’s tremendous appeal... 

“The production yields nothing useful other than the idea of 
usefulness. Un-information, so to speak. Like the popular 
sitcom I’ve been consulting on recently that has a reputation 
for creating scenarios about absolutely nothing. I landed 

the project because during my interview 1 mentioned that I 
don’t really want information. What would I do with it once 

I got it?” 


Act 11, Scene 2 (FINALE) 


{2000: Curtain opens on a small hotel lobby with contemporary leather sofa, etc. People enter 


and exit idly. Enter LINDA and SUSAN stage left, sipping from martini glasses and talking. 


They sit facing each other.} 


SUSAN: 
LINDA: 
SUSAN: 
LINDA: 
SUSAN: 
LINDA: 
SUSAN: 
LINDA: 
SUSAN: 
LINDA: 
SUSAN: 
LINDA: 
SUSAN: 


LINDA: 


SUSAN 


LINDA: 
SUSAN: 


LINDA: 
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Deesn’t it horrify you? 

Not really. It’s just what we do. 

Haven't you ever wanted to do something more important? 

Like what? 

I don’t know. Discover a vaccine or something. 

I failed chemistry twice. Remember? 

Ha! I do remember. You preferred the cafe to the chem lab. 

Like chemistry, it was something to do. 

Hmm. {picks up People from a stack on the table} Will this thing never die? 
{Laughing} I hope not. 

Gives us something to be ironic about? 

Name me something that deesn’t. Actually, I like it. After all, it is about us. 
No...Us is about us. 

Us is about them. People is about you and me. 


: Well then, what about that magazine Real People? Who’s that about? 


Boring people? 
{Laughing,} Not us, obviously. 
Obviously. 


41 


susan: {Puts the magazine down, picks up a newspaper, leafs through it.} Want to see a movie? 

rinpa: Sure. What's showing? 

susan: I don’t believe it. Look at this...that play...Everyday People Play...it’s still running. 

LINDA: Still? When did we see that? 

susan: It has to have been years and years now. Let’s go again. 

inna: You're joking. 

susan: No, really. Come on. It'll be fun. There aren’t any interesting movies out anyway. 

tip: Yeah, okay. But let's walk. I feel like walking. 

susan: Good idea. 
{The lights fade as they walk to the wings and pull two treadmills to a spotlight at center stage. 
Facing each other, they get on and walk, looking around like tourists. Projected against a 

3 20 & backdrop is film footage of urban boulevards, country roads, suburban streets, the kind used in 

movies behind people driving. Offstage the entire cast sings Sly and the Family Stone's 
Everyday People while they walk onstage to form a circle around SUSAN and LINDA. The cast 
joins hands, singing: “I-I-I, am everyday people, yeah yeah... am no better, and neither are 
you... we are the same whatever we do...” and so on and so on...} 


{Curtain closes slowly on the singing cast.} 


Tue Enp 


fromssssfronustens “An advertisement for HBO is currently airing a spot that uses 
people nogorine, deceaterts svn, a travel metaphor. The tag line is ‘It’s your journey. We 

just make the arrangements.’ The point-of-view of the imagery 
is somewhere high above the earth, suggesting that I can go 
anywhere I wish, from around the world to behind the scenes... 
“Back on earth, New Year’s Eve is fast approaching and I’ll be 
hosting my traditional midnight-four-alarm-fire-chili party. 
Usually my guests and I watch Dick Clark drop the big ball 
on Times Square. But this year I may defy tradition by 
suggesting we watch ‘Sinbad’s Dynamite New Year’s Eve.” 
According to the promotion, a mammoth Las Vegas hotel/casino 
will implode at the stroke of midnight. New Year’s 
Independence Day in Las Vegas! But I wouldn’t want to lose 
tradition entirely. Someone will still read from the ‘Most 
Intriguing People of 1996’ list. We’ll still share our resolutions 
and joke about how interesting it is that none of us followed 
through on lost year's promises...” 


4h 
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{You don’t have to 
believe in miracles 
tobe fascinated by 
the remarkable 
events that changed 
the lives of Kirk 

and Sandy Moore 
=" —and four 
others 


People, December 23, 1996 
Editor in Chief: Norman Pearlstine 
Art Director: John Shecut Jr. 
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In 20360, the cultural engagement group Ephemeral States returns 
to its roots. In the wake of its first tera-hit experiential work — the 
critically acclaimed Bubble Chamber Music — the anonymous four 
member collaborative feels a need to retrench. Known for its almost 
academic obsession with obsolete and archaic media, it stuns critics 
and audience alike by announcing an intent to produce a printed 
hard-copy magazine as its next release. ES will employ period “desk- 
top publishing” technology to produce, and offset lithography to 
print, the work. The project will be both a homage to and commentary 
on the printed medium, along with its producers and consumers. 

Ephemeral States will take as models the magazines of the 1990s. 
when the form was arguably at its peak. This is regarded as an absurd 
endeavor, as the medium is past moribund. The last mass circulation 
magazine went virtual in 2012. The reading-inclined subscribe to 
WasPaper — a single sheet artifact that “turns pages” when its surface 
tension is disturbed. Printing has become technologically and eco- 
nomically unfeasible. Paper is a rare commodity though trees are 
plentiful. Offset printing is now a little-used, quaint “artisticraft” 
process long made obsolete by the Net. Massive web presses are rust- 
ing scrap, beyond artists’ or enthusiasts’ means to maintain. At- 
tempts to locate 1990-era desk-top publishing equipment lead to 
museums and landfills. 

In its search for the materials necessary to complete the project, 
Ephemeral States stumble across a 70-year-old eccentric living in the 
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desert. He has preserved samples of the production and printing 
technology of the time. The group adopt him as mentor after learning 
he briefly appeared in the fringe art/design literature of the 90's. His 
rambling reminiscences and disorganized mass of scrapbooks, art- 
work, and sundry printed ephemera are valued as resources and in- 
spiration for the magazine. 

The group is hampered by problems common to all re-creators 
of historical artifacts, however sincere and intelligent. Foremost, it is 
nearly impossible for ES to subsume its 2030 sensibility. Representa- 
tions that would have been unacceptable to a 1990s audience are em- 
ployed freely. Furthermore, while heavily documented, the decade 
was a dynamic interplay of forces impossible to recreate except as sty- 
listic forms. Many subtleties evade the group. Diverse publications 
are blended and distorted: mass-market slick and one-off ‘zine blur 
together. Formal aspects dictated by economic necessities are inter- 
preted as fashion statements. 

Advertisements are seen as editorial content; editorial content is 
considered distraction. What's more, the project’s conceptual under- 
pinning is a revisitation of Post-Modernist attitudes, whose nostalgic 
pining for authenticity and dependable truth seems touching now. 
Succeeding Marginalist and Neo-Marginalist movements themselves 
give way to the Next Big Thing. 

The mentor’s opinions are also dubious, due to his disavowal of 
having “objective” status — and his suspect memory. His inter- 
pretations often strain credulity, as he insists many puzzling stylistic 
features were grounded in personal expression or an “optical 
ergonomics.” 

In its view of magazines, Ephemeral States locate commercialism 
as the defining and all-encompassing force. Every magazine is selling 
something on both broad and narrow bands. While books might have 
claimed to be printed information storage and retrieval systems, 
magazines were sociceconomic freeze-frames. Their primary purpose 
was to package consumers for advertisers. ES’s research into the his- 
tory of the magazine shows that it was first an advertising tool, created 
to market products. The terms “magazine” and “catalog” are inter- 
changeable. Differences are only a matter of degree, not substance. 


gue 


The group holds this opinion without judgment. 
Period debates about the influence and desirability of market- 
place influence amuse it. Separating “advertising” content from “edi- 


torial” is like distinguishing “nature” from “culture.” The National 
Review is, for ES, the ultimate magazine, as it promotes the theoretical 
rationale of capitalist society. Formally, ES feels the most successful 
magazines are those with the most advertising content. The density 
and clutter of these publications determine the medium. 

Ephemeral States sees magazines as a whole — individually and as 
a genre. It is perplexed by design surveys that only feature spreads 
devoid of advertising. How can you celebrate the denial of the princi- 
pal function? 

Rather than being forced collaborations between magazine and 
advertising designers, ES appreciates magazines as a continuous “Ex~- 
quisite Corpse” exercise, where participants contribute unaware of 
each other's content. 

Overall, individual publications are regarded as segments of a 
“meta-magazine” comprising the entire newsstand. These concerns 
shape the project, though agreement is not unanimous within the 
group on how to represent them. How far dees ES pursue a re- 
creation or an ideal? There must also be an awareness of the interests 
and habits of the 2030 audience. Can — and should — a virtual reality 
experience be represented, or suggested, ona printed page? 

The group teams up in pairs, resurrecting traditional functions 
such as “writer,” “designer,” and “editor.” Disputes increase the more 
ES enforces strict adherence to these discrete roles. Arguments and 
sabotage become common. As Ephemeral States explores the differ- 
ing ideas of community contained within magazines, its own four 
member cooperative begins to fracture. 

The project is beset by mechanical difficulties restoring and 
mastering the antiquated technology. Frustrating concessions and bi- 
zarre innovations are made by turns. Eventually, after innumerable 
delays, astronomical cost overruns, creative differences that eventu- 
ally split the group, and the scrutiny of a skeptical yet eagerly awaiting 
public, The News of the Whirled makes its debut... 


(Thanks to John MeVey for his suggestions.) 
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WHAT I KNOW 
This is not a dew w@rld, 
our bodidgare flavo} 
familiar as Ik of bri 
The first WDEds we § 
each morninggare not 
Or words...with just open, 
ur skin never closer, I hear 
what I know: our names, 
sometimes in the voice 
of the woman who married us, 
and music from the evening we met, 
excitement like a scent 
made us dance. 
What I know isn’t a secret. 
Love is the impulse to breathe 
you in like ocean air 


and to roar as if I sighted 
a new and splendid land. 
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The News of the Whirled 
welcomes your mail, All 
S C Submissions will be read. 
You can imagine as to why 

My father, fomitted] is owner of [omitted], is involved 
with the Mafia, syndicated criminal organization. U 

His people have been following me for several y 
now and are using an implement on me that is destroy- 
ing my brain and possibly crippling my body. The peo- 
ple in his organization are totally destructive and have 
influence with too many people, police dept. and med- 
ical centers. So that when I go in for medical attention 
regarding my problem the hospli hospitals will say I have 
a psychiatric problem and use this device on me to the 
point that I might be put out totally sick, because the 
facility such as fomitted] of Denver CO. took the chance 
that attorneys wouldn't sue due to their lack of desire of 
getting mixed up with syndicated crime. Su 

Worse then just using this dangerous weapon on me 
these people have the plan to bring me to their head- 
quarters in fomitted]. Within a miles radius of the fomit- 
ted] County Park Airport at or around [omitted] where 
would be strapped to a bed and forced to perform oral 
sex acts to the clients of this endeavor. The structure of 
the place is like a barn converted into a medical center 
in the middle of no where and on the right is a garage 
like structure with a high intensity light on it and down 
the road are several abandonned homes. You can imag- 
ine as to why the property in the [omitted] area of [omit- 
ted] has been devalued to such an extreme, 

So the people followed me and put me into psychi- 
atric hospitals and then in 1980, got me disability based 
ona lie that I have a psych problem and my father sent 
me money through Western Union, so that he could say 
he'd kept in touch with me and his statement could be 
used to constantly commit me as was done to me in 
Denver, CO., and the money recieved by the US. 
Government also verified that I had a psych problem, as 
the hsopitlas tortured me, and instead of my just work- 
ing in one place I chose to run and keep this going on. 

My father resides at fomitted]. And his phone numbers 
are [omitted]. He used to reside in [omitted] and didn't 
permit me to know where he moved to, and he retained 
the phone number [omitted] so that | could keep in 
touch with him... When the time came that I would be 
taken to [omitted] it would all look good that he would 
verify how could he haye had anything to do with kid- 
napping me when he loves me so and sneds me money. 
Some of the license plate numbers of the people that 
have been following are [omitted]. In Colorado where 
the jail harmed me [omitted]. In New Jersey [omitted]. 1 
must recollect the New Jersey plates and the ones from 
the city of New York for my next leaflet. 

The people who own the above vehicles and just fol- 
low people part time with this device, others are full 
time mobsters who are financially endowed by the 
Mafia, 

[Omitted] these people have murdererd my friend 
[omitted] of in association with [omitted] hsopital, which 
hospitalized him following his graduation from [omitted] 
with such high honors and apparently they destroyed his 
mind with their device they are working on with 
because they didn’t like the idea that such bright person 
wouldn’t go along with the destructive acts that thi 
organization plans for the future and to get him away 
frome me.I have a tape which indicates that his stutter- 
ing mother demonstrates the fact that the whole “suicide 
Was set up and the body was found when appropriate 
with the plan of his mother never had it printed in the 
newspapers about her son's death and alleges that she 
sued fomitted| Hsopital but didn’t win. These people paid 
her to have haer son her telephone number os 

In Denver CO. I heard that two people were mur- 
dered in the hsopital system as they worked for the hso- 
pitals and were against this evil movement and their 
names were [emitted] and [omitted], I am not sure who 
they worked for but they attempted to buck the system 
and thus were killed to protect the curruption. 

This satanic movement has to do with a group from 


ars, 


ne’ 


another planet who disigned this device to destroy 
humans and fool the pulic that nothing is going on, 
while cars cruise through the streets with this and allow 
it to eat the victim's neurologic system, till he has a fatal 
accident or such. 


Food and fluid intake cause this device to work bet- 
ter ona person's nervous system. Nuclear Stars Wars plan 
is actually involved with what these people are doing. If 
this group gets me into [omitted], then they might actu- 
ally have me taken to another planet to continue to 
experiment on me.I had a sexual assault in omitted] and 
I was very lucky that the people from this organization 
didn’t take me to the headquarters on [omitted], or the 
[omitted] Police dept. and one of the prosecutor’ office 
threatened me out of [omitted] as I was attempting to get 
help there. Medical cneters are trying to get me addict 
ed to medicines so my family can supply me with the 
pills and I will have to keep going back to them for the 
pills as a Doctor [omitted] of Washington D.C. gave me 
enough pills to kill a horse. Without my ever seeing a 
neurologist. 

—Anonymous 


NQFHER 


All you deserve to know 
Dear Sir, 

ESI POR SUE 
BUSINESS RELATIONSHIP. 
RE: TRANSFER OF US 6M AMERICAN DOL- 
LARS INT‘ R ACC iT 

I, on behalf of my other colleagues from different 
Federal Government of Nigeria owned parastatals 
decided to solicit your assistance as regards transfer of the 
above-mentioned amount into your bank account. This 
Fund arose from the over invoicing of various contracts 
awarded in my parastatal to certain Foreign Contractors 
sometime ago. 

We, as holders of sensitive positions in our various 
parastatal, were mandated by the Federal Government to 
scrutinize all payments made to certain Foreign 
Contractors and we discovered that some of the con- 
tracts they executed were grossly over-invoiced either by 
omission or commission. Also, discovered that the sum of 
US$33.6M (Thirty Three Million, Six Hundred 
Thousands US Dollars only) was lying in a suspense 
account, although the Foreign Contractors were fully 
paid their contract entitlements after executing the said 
contracts. 

We all agreed thay the oyer-inyoiced amount be 
transferred (for our own use) into a bank account pro- 
vided by a foreign partner, because we are government 
workers and the Code of Conduct does not allow us to 
operate foreign accounts. 

However, we have succeeded in transferring some of 
this over-invoiced money, precisely US$5.0M (Five 
Million US Dollars Only) into a foreign account in 
MOROCCO (North Africa), but the provided of the 
account in MOROCCO is up to some mischief and 
refuses to comply to the earlier mutual agreement by 


uf IDENTIAL 


insisting that the total amount be paid into his nominat- 
ed bank account before disbursement will take effect. If 
for a meagre US$s.oM (Five Million US Dollars Only) 
we are not compensated, is it when the balance of 
US$28.6M_ (Tiwenty-Eight Million, Six Hundred 
Thousand US Dollars Only) is transferred that we will 
be sure of our full compensation? 
We are therefore secking your as 


tance so that the 


remaining amount of US$28.6M can be speedily 
processed and fully remitted into your nominated bank 
account. On successfull remittance of the find into your 
account, you will be compensated with 30% of the 


amount for your assistance and services. 

So far, much haye been said and due to our sensitive 
positions, we cannot afford a slip in this transaction nei- 
ther can we give out our identity as regards our respec 
tive offices; but where relationship is established smooth 
operations commences, you will be furnished with 
details of all you deserve to know. 

Tam at your disposition to entertain any question(s) 
from you with respect to this transaction, so contact me 
immediately through the above Fax or Telephone 
Numbers for further information on the requirements 
and procedure for this transaction, 

Please, treat with the strictest confidentially and 
utmost urgency. 

Yours faithfully 

—Name withheld upon request, Lagos, Nigeria 


Real culture: Dead culture 

Art cannot defend itself. If abstraction is ‘art’, then, 
real ‘art’ is dead. If what is being taught at the elitist “art” 
schools around the country, is referred to as ‘art’, then, 
what is the ‘art’ of the masters? Are the masters, painters 


of ‘art’, or, are they painters of ‘something else’. If mas- 
ter’ paintings are the real art, then, why is the abstrac~ 
tion being taught in these elitist schools. 

Ie appears the fact that “art is skill” is no longer asso- 
ciated with today’s ‘art’. Art is whatever the common 
man wishes it to be. Therefore, ‘art’ is anything, or, every- 
thing, But, in that sense, art’ is no longer skill. One no 
longer has to acquire a ‘skill’ to produce ‘art’. One mere- 
ly has to learn the correctness of color-coordination, as 
in ‘wall decoration’. 

In essence, nothing, philosophically or intelligently, 
can be acquired from the viewing of abstracted ‘art’, 
without the knowledge of ‘that realism’ of what itis, that 
is being abstracted. If this ‘realism’ is in the mind of the 
painter and not in the work of the painter, then, how is 
one to know that an absolute abstraction is, in fact, skill- 
fully wrought? Shall we say that the abstractionist is an 
artist, as is Rembrandt? ...wouldn’t this be a subjugation 
of Rembrande’s work? It took Rembrandt a life-time to 
achieve his ‘art’. Has the abstractionist attained the rank 
of ‘artist’ by averting all the years of skill-gathering, on, is 
the abstractionist really devoid of talent, but, filled with the 
desire to be a painter? ...the pseudo-artist. 

This artist, who has acquire the talent he has, to what- 
ever extent he has, by long years of study and rejection, 
refuses to be placed within the same mold as the rock 
guitarist with four chords, When society feels their eight 
year old child can do the work that laces the museum 
walls, then, that society should look at themselves as fail- 
ures in the quest for real culture. Dead culture, 

Rock music is to music, what white bed sheets are to 
Navaho rug makers. Abstract art is to art, what a blank 
canvas is to Jan Vermeer, nothing. Abstract ‘art’ is the pro- 
duction of null-art...that is,‘art’ that cannot be, because 
the maker hasn't the talent to produce real art. 

In Amerika, culture is dead, so, we cannot expect 
Amerikans to understand the aforementioned, however, 
within the confines of Amerika, are real artists, who 
reject the notion that all dribbling is ‘art’. Art is skill. 
Abstracted skill is unintelligible decoration. Jackson 
Pollack is a wall decorator. Mondrian is a wall decorator. 
The horde of Guggenheim painters, are wall decorators 
Rembrande is an artist. Rubens is an artist. Tchaikovsky 
is an artist. Itzhak Perlman is an artist. How can one 
place these names beside those pseudo-artistic wall dec 
orators (Pollack, Motherwell, Hockney, etc.), and not 
know the difference? Surely, one can easily see, that, 
Culture in Amerika is Dead. 

—Unsolicited Fa eived from a “Classical Painter, 

Sculptor, Playwright, Poet Living In New England.” 


re 


Tue Niws oF THE Wateen $7 DrcEMBER 1960 


“One function of the (U.S,) Office of the 
Geographer...is keeping track of...“mythical 
kingdoms” or “ephemeral states.” These are 
nonexistent countries that ordinary people 
periodically claim to have founded or 
become the rulers of.” 


DAVID OWEN, “EPHEMERAL STATES," 
THE ATLANTIC. JANUARY 1988, 
VOLUME 261, NUMBER I, PAGE 16, 


1st word 


Li 


in 


waa: 
it so revelatory when women ‘eee ind el de e're going to take it away. Instead, we cry 
VG as and men orbited the earth, A S i fe, or witch. 

looked down, and saw no borders? All the i Arica, 1:1,000.000 Piles Lal o r technological awareness has 
frontiers that describe our social lives, from: A f (tas increased, so has our philosophical ques- 
property lines to national boundaries, were 
nowhere to be seen. Human eyes finally 
looked down not on a classroom globe but 
“the real thing.” They regarded exp 
unbroken by dashed lines, color schg 
(‘Let's go to one of them orange coy 
he said, looking at the map), and e1 


Toning. Cultural and biological boundaries long 
regarded as absolute disappear when given a 
heightened perspective. Race determines certain 
physical attributes and nothing more. Ethnicity 
describes even less. The ultimate di n, female 
and male, also grows increasingly blurred. We 
have two sexes but many genders. Differences 
names floating above principalities. There i " 5 ascribed to sex actually reside in the myriad 
just the earth—and us clinging to its whirling 
face. Missing also were those inventions that 
allow us to navigate our planet: lines of lon- 
gitude and latitude. These rules describe and 


cultural roles we select among or have imposed. 

boundary remains absolute. The states 
N we inhabit—emotional, physical, 
cultural—are arbitrary. They are ephemeral states: 


bind our world together, make it possible to 
get from here to there. Unfortunately, when 
invented, they made it easier for plunderers 


temporary, flexible, and as substantial as any 
other reality. 
recognized all our divi- 


AVN css eee 


endless possible connections. Frequently, the loss 


and conquerors to invade distant lands. The 
astronauts, however, were awed by their expe- 
rience and reported a feeling of goodwill 
toward all. 


of absolutes is regarded with fear and suspicion. If 
2 Crue 

South N19 conabingd wi 1 
Sand N20 Tierra den Poogae 8 


+ is not to denigrate the |} : = Oss at pitae He inate 4a 
This |h oe ae 
astronauts’ (and cosmonauts’) r a aa ee oe oe 


mass 


there are no absolutes, it is said, dissension and 
chaos will follow. However, in an acceptance of 


relativity, we may select our nature and forge 
awareness of these scientific and cultural lasting bonds. We may begin to consider and 
fictions when they related their in-orbit celebrate the many ways people come together to 
insights. But it raises the question: would giy- form communities. Who can predict what brings 
ing a minority of the population a spin in low 
earth orbit allow the majority of us to exist in 
peace? When conflict flares, instead of send- 
ing in the peacekeeping troops, perhaps we 
send in the space shuttles. One global go- 


round and divisiveness is lost. Then again, it 


two people together, from disparate backgrounds, 
in time and space, to become a couple? How do 
neighborhoods or unions form a coherency and 
From the ephemeral we may 


establish identitie 
create a core around which to shape a world. 

a child, our family used to spend 
As summers at the shore. Just off the beach, 
a small stand of rocks was exposed at low tide. We 


may just provide the malcontents an oppor- 

tunity to view—and lust after—further flung 

territory. 

Tih number of countries seems to 
e€ grow exponentially, without a 


resultant decrease in conflicts. Would matters 


would occupy these barnacled stones every day, 
declaring them our own country. The name and 
constitution of this nation could change by the 
hour. To us children, it was as real as the United 
States. MWe recognized it—no outside authority 


improve any if every ethnic and religious 
group were given their own global segment? 


was necessary to ratify our existence. And we 
Often, declared grievances are masks for dis- 


accepted the regularity of the ocean’s reclamation 


putes over choice parcels. It isn’t that we want of our land and its return, 


P h we have it all backwards. 
Ck aps We have too few coun- 
tries—not too many. By declaring our own indi- 


vidual states, we may finally recognize each other, 
state our true intention. You've got what we equally. 


our own land, we want theirs. Whether you 
look at World War I or the Salem witch 
trials, it boils down to land grabs. It’s some- 
how unacceptable to come right out and 


In (uli 
neceverss:NpER ©) 
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WASHINGION 


Excustve To THE News 
OF THE WHIRLED 


‘ou said you wanted to know more 
\ eee my life in Washington, especial- 
ly my work as a “Washington lawyer.” Well, 
life is pretty good right now! My job has 
been nice and steady lately, as opposed to 
the usual frantic state. This is because 
Congress is out of session and won't con- 
vene again until after January. As you 
know, I work in the legislative area. I fol- 
fow, analyze, and draft legislation on behalf 
pfa federal agency. As my job is so closely 
ied to Congress, I am often at the whim 


ngressional leaders. If they 
want to hold a ma 
wo days on a bill we've been following, I 
jet to stay late and prepare for it! (A mark- 
up is when a Committee meets to amend 
and yote on a bill that has been referred to 
it.) Or, if a bill is to go to the floor for a 
final vote on short notice, I—along with 
others I work for—have the pleasure of 
canceling any plans and staying late to ana- 
lyze the bill and any possible amendments. 
Dethaps a description of what happened 
Pein one particular bill this fall will 
Serve as a good example. We had followed 
this bill since its introduction in both the 
House and Senate in the spring of 1995. 
‘After its introduction (and before, as we 
had the privilege of reviewing and com- 
menting on earlier drafts), my job was to 
analyze and summarize the bill, along 
with any amendments offered along the 
way. [ attended hearings on the bill— 
where persons with an interest in the le; 
lislation, like my boss, have the chance to 
testify on its good and bad points—attend- 
ed the mark-ups in both the House and 
Senate, and met with House and Senate 
staff numerous times to confer on its vari- 
ous provisions. Things tend to take longer 
in the House. The mark-up on this bill 
lasted more than three days and went late 
into the evenings, while the Senate mark- 
up took only two hours. The bill got 
snagged along the way in the House, with 
‘Various special interests demanding that 
their amendments be included. They 
would also flex their muscles and urge 
‘Members to defeat the bill on the floor. 
This is why it took over a year and a half 
to get the bill to the floor! As a result, it 
took the Committees more than a year 
After passing it to work out the differences 
between House and Senate versions—and 
only a few weeks before Congress was to 
$djourn for the year. This is when the real 
tr began! Since time was of the essence, 


up in 


ifferent drafts of the final bill were flying 
across my desk every day. My job was to 
Atead cach draft and find out what the dif 
ferences were from the last draft. This is 
tedious work as the bills were over 300 
pages long. The only way to do a thorough 
job is to go line-by-line, word-for-word! 
We were often told what the changes were 
\but people can be pretty y. We would 
‘tead the bill for ourselves to make sure 
nothing extra was added or removed. We 
lofien found unmentioned additions, It’s 
Amazing how much difference a change in 
dates in one section can make! Anyway, this 
pes about the most frustrating experience 
lof my career. I would spend hours 


| null lL 
eed 


ny An artist must haye sentences to go 
- with the work—Martin Kippenberger 
Intelligence, not information, is what 
managers need to make decisions— 
Larry Kahaner What I find most sus- 
7 \. penseful ‘now is the relationship between virtual 
_ Space and real space—Rem Koolhas 
Perception is reality—Mary Matalin Imagine the whole 
architectural profession is run through a shredder and only 
tiny fragments of plankton are what remain, the question is 
can you work with that plankton?—Rem Koolhas The self 
is hardly a unified thing; its boundaries slip off in all 
Ogilvy —.... let.us now abandon our 
hopeless search for new forms and define the artful dimen- 
sion of architecture as iconograph- 
ic—Robert Venturi It is not PN) 
the past which haunts us, it Gama 


is images of tha pagt-—— 
Geo req einer Myth is 
not defined by the 
object of its message, 
but by the way in 
which it utters this 
message: there are for- 
mal limits to myth, 
there are no ‘substan- 


aos 
tial’ ones—Roland Barthes py no longer think of the 
atom _as a mechanism. Today it is another world— 
Paul Valery Varied repetition... is a basic and common 
principle of natural order—Maitland Graves 
ymmetry is static—that is to say quiet; that is to say, incon- 
spicuous—William Addison Dwiggins Space is ele- 
gance—Bob Lassiter Every formal process proceeds 
rom a principle, and the study of this principle 
requires precisely what we call dogma.—Igor 
travinsky One cannot spend one’s time in being modern 
when there are so many more important things to be— 
Wallace Stevens This might be the place for a few 
remarks on space, a word that changes its meaning 
with one’s angle of vision or manor of speaking— 
Paul Valery The sky is not empty; it has this volume, 
isa sort of arena. . .its space is divided by a structure 
of clouds, and it has different structures within it, ris- 
Be air, falling air, standing waves and thermals, that 
often are not really marked by clouds—James Turrell 
Smoothness and order, the manifest attributes of 
teeth, have entered into the yery nature of power. . . 
The example of modern architecture shows how diffi- 
cult it is to separate smoothness from order. Their 
common history is old, as old as the teeth—Elias 
Canetti The city, itself, is traditionally a military 
weapon, and is a collective shield or plate armor, an 
extension of the castle of our very skins—Marshall 
McLuhan | It is characteristic andeven diagnostic of 
the Foraminifera that development proceeds by a well 
marked alteration of rest and of activity—of activity 
during which the protoplasm increases, and of rest 
degeareee Ghitee nest! ie Phares Tie Thkng ORDEAL 
of a living thing, or the artifact of a living thing, orga- 
nized in any case against this battle against disor- 
der.—Daniel C. Dennett 


.. bridges and plumbing— 
Marcel Duchamp The microwave, the waste disposal, 
the orgasmic elasticity of the carpets:—Jean 
Baudrillard relationships within the future will be far 
more ambiguous and far more uncertain than they 
seem to be now... A kind of California spreading 
across the globe—J. G. Ballard What is worrying 
many friends of America is that there appears to be a 
long-term erosion in the whole nation’s sense of being 
a community—Charles Hampden-Turner and Alphons 
Trompenaars Cyberspace is a physically inhabitable, 
electronically generated alternate reality, entered by 
means of direct links to the brain-that is, inhabited by 
refigured human “persons” separated from their 
" : A baci * 
physical bodies, which are parked in “normal 
space—Allucquére Roseanne Stone, The spectacle is 
not a collection of images; rather, it is a social relation- 
ship between people that is mediated by images—Guy 
ebord “Look, a monster!”—movie character, 


“Godzilla” Editor—David Shibler 


Plankton for Readers 


‘oing through a draft in the morning, 

just to have another draft on my 

desk in the afternoon. No one knew 

when the bill was going to the floor for a 
final vote. Rumors were flying left and 
right. Our contacts on the Committees 
didn’t even know what was happening. 
Meanwhile, we had to take each draft seri- 
ously. As the final days of the session were 
approaching, everyone wanted to “get the 
hell out of Dodge”—so they could all hit 
the campaign trail and win the opportuni- 
ty to return to all this chaos come January. 
The White House and the Legislative lead- 
ership then assumed the chore of shep- 
herding the bill through. As it turned out, 
this bill had great budget implications. It 
had grown bigger then all of us, at least 
bigger than its sponsors had intended. 

We reviewed drafts day after day, to make 
sure nothing inappropriate was added 
and that all our agreed-upon provisions 
were still there. Then we waited. And wait- 
ed. 1 was told it “would not be a good 
idea” to take my long-scheduled day trip 
to Philadelphia the last Saturday of the ses- 


sion because something might happen 
with the bill. 1 dutifully awoke early that 
morning and turned on C-SPAN. I caught 
a press conference of House and Senate 
ers claiming they had nailed down the 
budget bill—which included my bill—and 
that it was to be voted on that day. I 
rushed to call my co-worker, who contact- 
ed a higher-up at the agency. The higher- 
up instructed me to be on the corner out- 
side my house in one hour. He would 
drop off the latest draft of the bill—that he 
had helped to draft during the previous 
night—I would rush to work, make the} 
appropriate copies, and go through it again} 
line by line. A few of my co-workers also] 
showed up at the office, And we waited] 
some more. It seemed as if the bill was, 
going nowhere that afternoon, so we 
escaped to the shopping mall for a couple 
of hours. (Good thing I didn’t go to 
Philadelphia!) Upon our return, we decid- 
ed it was fruitless to hang around, as no 
one knew when the vote would be. As it 
turned out, the bill passed later that 
night—with no surprises! The President 
igned it into law a day or two later. 
Nearly two years of my life’s work had} 
finally made it into the law books! That} 
Monday, I sat down at my computer and 
furiously typed out a 43-page section-| 
section summary (OK, it took a few days; 
was working with a summary I had been 
updating continuously over the years). 
Once the summary was completed and 
distributed, I set to the task of providing} 
briefings to, and fielding questions from, 
co-workers and the public. Which I am} 
still doing to this day. But, like I said, it isk 
much quieter around here now. I get to} 
take lunch most days. We still have about} 
six weeks until this zaniness starts all over} 
again with a new bill. Or with a bill we 
followed last Congress that never passed. (If 
never throw any of my files away.) The bill 
I described was unusual. It passed. Most} 
don’t but are 
year after year after i 
ell, that just about summarizes most} 
WV of my last two years on the job— 
I hope you found it interesting! 
“Bye from Washington!} 
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FURTHER | 
ILLUMINATUS” 
REVELATIONS 


Ms. Wilson was a major ste} 


keven fitzgerald 


forward in an ongoing /Iluminatus” 
roject to convert human beings 


into patterns of information and 


algorithms, existing only in virtual 


| 
th 
| || GLENDALE. GLENDALE. 

| early $0 years ago a young girl’s 
aint life was ended, temporarily, by 

I murder. Even for 1970s America 

| | ' a murder committed during the course of 
| | || a petty theft was not a remarkable event. 
|| Of interest to only the smallest of audi- 

| | ences, the sad news was target-cast to 

_ only the victim’s families and friends, the 

| father unable to afford the expense of the 
/ customary N.O.D. But this father was 

_ Robert Anton Wilson, who like other 
artists before and after him, saw little of 

| | the wealth his work would one day bring 
| to others. And some of these friends, 

| | | admirers of the father’s work, were pio- 


neers in artificial intelligence and life 
extension research. They volunteered their 
time and money to see to it that as much 
as possible of the daughter's remains 
| would be cryogenically preserved. They 
| hoped, and some of them believed, that 
_ their efforts would lead to a day when 
she could be revived. Yesterday, in 
| Glendale, Arizona and California, 
Illuminatus® researchers, following in these 
| pioneers’ footsteps, announced that they 

| had awakened the girl from her long 
i deep sleep. 


| | Muminatus®, based upon the 20th 
| [ces Iluminatus® Trilogy of 
Robert Anton Wilson, is the single 
most lived World® today. This despite alle- 
gations from competing Worlds® that 
Illuminatus® functions upon an illegal 
_metaprogram that subyerts the programs 
of other Worlds® in effect, reducing them 
to.sub-programs of Illuminatus®. It is 
charged that Illuminatus® has no existence 
other than as a parasitic/synthesizing pro- 
gram whose content is really a virtual 
pastiche of all the real competing virtual 
realities. These same critics question the 
‘amount of truth in yesterday’s startling 
revelations. They maintain that the latest 
Tlluminatus® upgrade is no more than a 
Jabyrinthine ruse meant to deflect and 
‘confuse suspicious EC.C. regulators. 
| Washington insiders, however, feel the 
| threat of any real EC.C. investigations, 
| | |and resulting criminal proceedings against 
| | Iiluminatus® are very unlikely. Reliable 
I 
WA | 


| : 
psourcess although hesitant to gauge the 
relative amount of truth to 


sehood in 
their 
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space, and embodied in only! 
virtual bodies. 
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if you're 
almost there. 
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Gror 

Rs eo-marginalism’s utter ubiqui 
and ultimate hegemony a 

clearly unassailable today 
the dawn of our millennial foreclosur 
Rarely has such a seemingly fringe enti 
sprung to such prominence without ar 
prior intimation—let alone maintained ; 
dominance despite such persistent rejoi 
dery. The task before me is to divine th 
madness, to query this rapid ascendanc 
To do this, a bit of reconnoitering is 
order. So, let’s begin shall w 


You put your lefi foot i 

you take your left foot o1 

You put your left foot 

and you shake it all about. 

So goes the hokey-pokey. Where do 
one stand? How and where should o1 
proceed? I ask these questions of mys« 
countless times each day—and eve 
more so given this recent turn | 
events. But where, I ask you, did it; 
begin? Was it in some obscure journ 
or in a chance meeting between acad: 
mics in a men’s room during a bre: 
between panels at one of those inte 
minable colloquia? Did it spring to li 
fully formed from the incubus of 
graduate seminar where misinterpret 
tions metasticized?’ Or is it merely 
Derridean deceit perpetuated by 
peripatetic footnote which attache 
itself to the point of least resistance 


I reckon we can be more certain thi 
that. Wasn't it Guillermo Gomez Per 
who once wrote, “Like the border graff 
says, Simulacra stops here.’ At fir 
I thought I stumbled across this quote 
some remaindered and out-of-print jou 
nal offered at a close-out sale in Berkele 
Ah... for inscrutable sources. But no, 

s actually something he had writt 
elsewhere; where I can’t say or a 
unwilling to presently disclos 


v 


The quote—remarkable though it m: 
be—alone isn’t sufficient to explain th 
ruckus we now encounter. What pr 
pelled it forward? Was it a seminar gas} 
ing to fill its allotted time? Or was it 
matter of some sincere—thoug 
nonetheless displaced—inquiry into ¢ 
item that warranted only cursory reviev 
No one recalls. But who really cares f 
that matter? To iterate what I hay 
already said, the ubiquity is upon us- 
so what matters? I de 


instance, feo-maryinalism is often misinterpreted as 
brethren neo-marginala, For the purposes oft 
discussion, | will continue to employ the formet te 
ver as it impinges upon the lat 

2 The answer is quite simple. The article und 
consideration was written by commit 

3 And I don’t have the time to pursue that he 

Wait for a future issue of The News ofthe Hi 
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MEARGINALISM 


sECREAMER: 


Many contend that this apocryphal quote 
‘by Giullermo G. P. was a figment of his pro- 
“tean persona and nothing more, a tweaking 
WSof some Baudrillardian deceit. But perhaps 
there a germ of truth evident h 
ment, an insipid cipher, a seminal predesti- 
nator of what the future portends. That is 


What I partially contend. 


e—an ele- 


Getting back to G. Gomez P. and to what is 
Merucial element in this discussion: in which 
direction did the graffiti read? This cuts to the 
“Svery essence of this most ephemeral of con- 
cepts—that of the simulacra, If it faced 
forth or south GGP isn’t willing to disclose. 
One might presume that it was facing north 
fas an authentic rejoinder to dyspeptic theo- 
lly. As one ventures south of the border, the 
esoteric world of the Franco/Post-structural 
esthetics lack the requisite utility, credibility, 
kor panache. In a world of unrelenting 
verisimilitude, this polysyllabic jargon falls 
feflat. The ability or desire to colonize simply 
“isn’t appropriate.’ 


aOn the other hand, what if one of 
aGuilermo’s friends® scrawled this rejoinder 
don signage facing nerth? Might this 
?address issues of facile (and clearly unexam- 
ined) representations? Might this be an 
Ninstance of a theoretical resistance to colo- 
Mhizing ideas? How dare Baudrillard to proclaim 
Ohat there is no real here! The closest he has come 
tio this is on the divan in front of his TV watch- 
Ning spaghetti westerns. Maybe his prescription 
fits for the French Academy and twenty 
¥:blocks of midtown Manhattan, but isn’t it 
‘hresumptive of him to proclaim this for 


other cultures?’ 
n 


e. This is clearly all supposition. How did 

Multi-culturalism segue into Neo- 
'YMarginalism? The facts are clearly unclear, 
but, alas, my allotted space has run out. 
Maybe I have only succeeded in identifying 
A possible place of origin. Maybe I have 
es recast the debate.’ 


"+ Doesn't this be: ice to the impolitic wander~ 
Dgngs of Wald iat most cavalier of cultural migrators— 
8 No accountability. He merely strolls wherever some suitable 
sual clutter is present, clearly ignorant to the subtle cultural 
yr dynamics upon which he intrudes. Can we fathom the disastrous 
tamifications of inculcating cultural obliviousness to our progeny? 


© 5 Guillermo, in fact, did study linguistics in Mexico so such a con- 
— tention isn't so far fetched as it m m. Maybe this spawned a 
hhew branch of graffiti called conceptual oraffiti whose illegibility 


5 existed on a cognitive level as opposed to a perceptual on 

-® This issue of high theory’ relevance—or even applicability—to 
Circumstances outside of Eurocentric academic circles is a serious 

, Matter of concern for representatives of indigenous Cultures, Does 

i, Not this prohibition of an authentic experience foreclose xsthetic 
options? Isn't this an eet llc! to Modernismn’s mandating of 

transcultural formalise priorit 

. Aren't you really frustrated by those articles that really don't 

SF accomplish what they set out to do? In this instance, | am con= 
strained by a contractual obligation with my editor. So let me say 

that I hope this article exists as the first in series to attempt to 

4, come to terms with the rapidly evolving theoretical substrata, 


layda 


nt 


dubia ey 
RECEIVER ++ SENDER. w9 


RECEIVER 


like other_a 
before and 


uspicions, are quick to point to the 

S widely held belief that decisive 
positions, from the Chairperson of 

the EC.C., down to the Oval Office, and 
key Congressional Committee chairs, are 
all currently held by major Iluminatus® 
stockholders. They say that any public 
investigations are mere window dressing, 
and that genuine investigations would 
simply not be allowed. It is clear that if 
yesterday’ Iluminatus® claims can be sub- 
stantiated, these questions will be as dead 
as this morning’s news. And it is unlikely 
that it will be in the interest of those who 


could resuscitate them to do so. 


oday Iluminatus® spokespersons 
attempted to address some of | 

the concerns raised by yester- 

day’s revelations. They conceded that it 
was true that only Ms. Wilson’s brain, and 
not her entire body had been preserved. 
In response to the allegations of Nobel 
Prize winning neurobiologist Kevin Wu, 
who said in an interview that the entire 
procedure was a physical impossibility 
because the girl’s spinal fluid had not 
been preserved, the spokespersons said 
Dr. Wu's objections were without founda- 
tion. They claimed that Ms. Wilson’ 
spinal fluid had been saved, but that in 
any case, was not necessary for the proce- 
dure. As to the problem of a body, the 
spokespersons said that Ms. Wilson expe- 
riences her virtual body to be just as real 
to her as any of us experience our own 
one to be, Coalition questions as to the 
possibility of the survival of Ms. Wilson’s 
personality may never be satisfactorily 
answered. The spokespersons explained 
that both Ms. Wilson and the Iluminatus’ 
A.I. Computer feel that while the com- 
puter is in control of what are the virtual 
body’s autonomic systems, Ms. Wilson 
herself is in full control of all of her voli-| 
tional movements. As to the question of 
the survival of her personality, the 
spokespersons confessed that it was a 
question the theologians and philosophe 
would probably be arguing about for, 
years. They did, however, vehemently 
deny that Ms. Wilson was a major step 
forward in an ongoing Illuminatus® project 
to convert human beings into patterns of| 
information and algorithms, existing only 
in virtual space, and embodied in on! 
virtual bodies. One spokesperson joked, “I 
wouldn’t want to discourage, or scare 
anyone away from IIluminatus® but anyone 
who seriously makes an allegation like 
that has probably spent one too many 
days there.” When asked if Ms. Wilson 
dreamt, the same spokesperson answered 
enigmatically,"She dreams, she just 
doesn’t know when she is.” 
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Jasked why and when the 
departing roommate 
would vacate. They said 
she wasn't precisely mov- 
ing out but definitely leav- 
ing. Determining the date 
was dicey as they didn't 
have the proper equip- 
ment. It seems this room- 
mate had just started fad- 
ing like a dimming light. 
As she became more 
transparent, her voice 
became distant and she 
responded less to outside 
stimuli. It was all the oth- 
ers could do to keep her 
from frightening guests, 
“Who wants Halloween 
365 days a year?” one 
said. She was barely visi- 
ble now they insisted but 
were waiting until May to 
be on the safe side. 


As advertised, A line of 
people around the block. 


Not a misprint. Half of a 
pair of twins with double- 
vision feeling lonely and 
looking for another sepa- 
rated twin. 

These folks turned out to 
be over 2000 years old 
apiece. Their ideal room- 
mate would be another of 
their long-lived _ kind. 
Though there was an 
Obvious age problem, we 
hit it off and | stayed late 
chatting. They introduced 
themselves as Ainelas, 
Eni, Deipylos, Shamash, 


Beinor, and Hekabe—or, 
currently, Phil, Heather, 
Don, Kurt, and Hekabe. 
Three of them had set up 
house (in 1740 or so) with 
the others joining over the 
years. (Kur/Beinor was 
always referred to as “The 
Kid,” having moved in 
around '06) They said 
that if they were unable to 
locate another of their 
kind, they could share 
quarters with selected 
“ephemeral” roommates. 
Inexplicably, they jibed 
best with female 
Communications majors 
from eastern ics | 
asked them what had 
made them all settle in 
Boston. and Don/Deiplos 
said, “It's the Athens of 
America.” We all laughed. 


The address tured out to 
be an abandoned build- 
ing. | saw a light on inside 
and the door was ajar so | 
pushed it open. | quickly 
learmed someone was at 
home because a figure 
lunged out of the shad- 
‘ows with a baseball bat 
held high, My reflexes 
quickly took over—I 
ducked and shrieked. In 
the light, my assailant 
‘saw my face, cursed, then 
apologized for the attack. 
Soon a group of fifteen or 
twenty people stepped 
from the dark. They 
explained that their ad 
was a lure for an old 
roommate who had stiffed 
them for a lot of money. 


Roommate wanted, 
indeed. This guy was a 
serial. shatter—they rep- 
resented situations going 
back ten years. They 
claimed they had written 
the ad specifically to 
attract him and eyed me 
warily, as if searching for 
signs of plastic surgery. | 
said they were taking a 
big risk swinging first and 
asking questions later. 
The person with the bat 
said that amongst them 
they'd been through thou- 
‘sands of roommate inter- 
views and nine out of ten 
deserved a whack sight 
unseen. 


As we sat talking the 
doorbell rang, On the 
stoop was a figure wear- 
ing an asbestos suit as if 
fresh from fighting an oil 
well blaze, Through the 
faceplate we could see a 
person completely con- 
sumed in flames, A hose 
tan from the back of the 
suit, its open end belching 
sparks and a roiling black 
cloud. “Absolutely no 
smokers!” my host yelled 
at the figure. A muffled 
voice promised to keep it 
contained. The door was 
slammed in his? her? 
face. 

The sort of ad that really 
stimulates the imagina- 
tion. Who are these peo- 
ple? Are they looking for a 
roommate or having a ball 
describing themselves? 
“Critters” added a nice 
rustic touch. | found my 
hand reaching for the 
‘phone and drawing back 
numerous times. Finally, | 
tang them up and identi- 
fied myself as a metallur- 
gist at loose ends and 
made a date. Then, dis- 
‘quising my voice, | called 
again, claiming to be a 
zoologist specializing in 
teaching handicapped 
bats echolocation in my 
spare time. Finally, in the 
guise of an expert 
orthoepist with a skin con- 
dition, | mumbled ques- 
tions for a hour, 


Very odd eye-care 
professionals. 
“Philosophical oculists" 
they insisted on being 
called for their holistic 
approach. Truly believing 
that eyes are the windows 
to the soul, they rejected 
a solely clinical approach 
to vision care. They read 
fetinas the way other 
advisors read palms. Are 
corrective lenses unnatur- 
al impediments to true 
perception? they asked. 
Would we be more moral 


BEE oe 
if we all possessed X-ray 
eyes and knew our neigh- 
bor entire? Their obses- 
sion failed to explain the 
daisy-yellow wallpaper in 
the kitchen and numerous 
velvet paintings. 


The mind reels. 

Dplx sns lvly rmmte wd 
grp hsehid shr ull fd wid 
ME bin Vict sks p-s p-b 
ad prisni hdwd v firs UM- 
‘ASS diw respon itel yr 
NOT SEX AD prof Xpres 
prvt exp veg immac 


| reached to ring the door- 
bell but it rang itself 


before | could press it, 
The door buzzed itself 
‘open and | stepped into 
the foyer. The carpet car- 
ried me gently down the 
hall to the living room and 
deposited me in front of a 
large cushy chair, The 
tenants were all there. 
One passed over the wall 
with a paintbrush—no 
paint, just stroking it 
seemed, Another dusted 
places no-one ever dust- 
ed, The one spread- 
eagled on the floor looked 
Up: “Make yourself right at 
home.” 


Why never a dull moment 
here? No room's avail- 
able but they run the ad 
constantly just to meet 


people. Certifiable 
masochists. ‘Phone con- 
stantly ringing, someone 
describing the apartment, 
jiving_directions...when 
ley tire of it, they lie, 
sending callers all over 
the metro area: 
Meanwhile, people con- 
tinually. poking. through 
the rooms, checking 
dimensions (will my pot- 
ted palm fit in here?), 
counting outlets (clock- 
tadio, TV, stereo, amplifi- 
er), investigating the bath- 
foom door's method of 
Sticking... 
Tough house: a group of 
stand-up comedians. Life 
was a non-stop sitcom. 
They knew each other so 
well that they finished 
each others’ jokes. 


Clones. 


Seven guitar players! 


The important aspect was 
the $5 differential. The 
guy who placed the ad 
was a expert in chrono- 
logical mechanics. Grad 
project at MIT, of course. 
Outraged by the housing 
situation in town, he 
decided to remedy mat- 
ters through “temporal 
reconstruction." He would 
alter the spaceltime fabric 
by introducing minute 
efrors in an event's past 
— here, the cost of the 
tent. The doubling would 
produce a discontinuity in 
the chain of events lead- 
ing to the present. He 
would then be able to 
effect changes—albeit 
small ones—that may 
cumulatively alter our 
world. He said he got the 
idea from _ watching 
Doctor Who. The tempo- 
ral stream he decided to 
enter was the one that 
produced the glut of rental 
agents in Boston proper. 
So far, he'd managed to 
feduce the number of 
agents named Larry in 
Brighton by 91.8%. 


The interview went well 
but the last question was 
anew one: “Are you at all 
xenophobic?” This 
seemed slightly odd as 
they were all average 
Caucasian types. They 
smiled when | pointed this 
out and said | misunder- 
stood. Ted here is from 
another planet and 
belongs to a race of 
shape-shifters. 
‘Sometimes on weekends. 
he “lets himself go” and 


assumes his natural 
appearance—or that of 
an appliance. To demon- 
strate, Ted began to grow 
Imitation wood-grain but | 
noticed the time and 
excused myself. 


One was a certified red- 
neck bigol, another a 
polygamist on the lam, 
the third a radical her- 
maphrodite, and the last, 
natch, a guitar player. | 
asked who was leaving 
and the first three glared 
at the guitarist. 
Before 6pm it's the Bad 
Seed Day Care. 

The front door swung 
open to a short hallway. At 
the end was another door. 
Tuming the knob, it stuck. 
| forced it open, pushing 
against it with my shoul 
der. Inside was another 
hallway and another door. 
This knob tured but the 
wood was swollen and 
stuck. | leaned into it 
again and it sprang open, 
vibrating like a plucked 
guitar “string. Another 
door, Another turn. 
Another jam. Door. Stuck. 
Forced...over and 

i 


funning all__—_night 
long...hair clogging a 
drain...rust stains on 
porcelain...chipped 
linoleum...faded wallpa- 
per...smell of plastic 
shower curtain over gar- 
lic..1 take the next day 


When pets are mentioned 
twice in the space of a tiny 
ad, i's no secret who's in 
charge. Would | walk the 
dog? Feed it? Allow it to 
come and go as it 
pleased? Of course it was 
a large dog, raising the 
question if this was all 
academic. The dog hated 
cats, music, typing, par- 
ties, closed doors, 
screens over windows, 
and a host of other things. 
Usually, people are 
unaware of their bondage 
fo and manipulation by 
their pets. If they are, they 
pretend not to care. This 


wasn't the case here. The 
house had acquired the 
dog expressly to be dom- 
inating. They felt the 
house needed an authori- 
tarian figure to unify them 
and establish order. None 
would allow having a per- 
‘son in that position. They 
‘swore the dog got the bills 
paid on time but it was a 
subtle dynamic beyond 
me. 


‘Was lucky to get out alive. 


The directions led into the 
Amold Arboretum and a 
large Elm tree. From up in 
the branches came a 
shouted hello and a rope 
ladder. A tree-house: built 
by its occupants only 
months before. _ Billy 
was—surprise!—a 
forestry major and Dave a 
carpenter (‘I know good 
wood.") Smokers were 
out as_were the usual 
pets. Dogs and cats 
would upset the kept 
squirrels. “We had ‘em 
whether we liked it or not,” 
Billy explained, “so we 


decided to like it. And they 
were here first,” Their 
biggest concern: Dutch 
Elm Blight. And fall. 


| always felt that Allston 
was another universe and 
found out it was literal in 
this neighborhood. 
Somehow, parallel uni- 
verses had separated 
here, opening access to a 
nearly identical dimension 
(the only difference was 
that over there, vinyl sid- 
ing had never been dis- 
covered). The benefit was 
enormous: a doubling of 
rental units overnight! But 


there was an odd catch. 
The gateway between 
universes Was unstable. 
Though my. interviewers 
thought highly of me, they 
called the parallel uni- 


verse apartment to see if | 
had interviewed there, 
too. The answer came 
that | hadn't shown. | was 
told, with regrets, that 
they couldn't accept me 
as “single.” It was a del 
icate balance, 

Had a questionnaire 
longer and more arcane 
than a Scientology test, 1 
was placed in a room with 
four other applicants and 
given an exam. Thirty- 
minute time limit, mostly 
multiple choice. Sample 
question: ‘Bills are: a) bird 
beaks, b) group of guys 
named William, c) to be 
paid ASAP.” | aced the 
essay question on the 
perils of eating another 
foommate's groceries 
which counted for half my 
final rent. | asked ff they 
were psychiatrists. 
Statisticians? No, phys- 
ed majors. | left without 
waiting for my score. 


“Loosely cooperative” 
meant that at one 
Moment they would be 
the epitome of largess 
and obsequiousness with 
one another then, at the 
blink of an eye, be at each 
other's throats over an 
imagined slight. A true 
family. The dramatic shifts 
in character were spec- 
tacular to witness. I'd ask 
how the heat was and it 
would take twenty min- 
utes to get a direct 
fesponse as each 
deferred to another in a 
Chip ‘n Dale “After you, 
no, no, after you" round- 
robin. Finally, one would 
venture, “It’s fine,” and the 
others would close in for 
the kill, While they bick- 
ered, | inspected the 
premises, The living room 
was spotless but the 
kitchen broadened and 
enriched the —_ term 
“squalor.” When the stick- 
ing bathroom door was 
displayed, one roommate 
held it closed, another ran 
for some WD-40, and the 
third shrieked, “Where's 
the ax?!" | chose discre- 
tion. 


The only time | was 
tempted to move. The 
woman who showed me 
around had an entrancing 
smile and an amazing 
record collection. Her 
knowledge of popular 
music was impressive. 
She had all those records 
which were gaps in my 


collection, Sorely tempt- 
ed, | suddenly felt a slight 
Unease as she put on an 
album “that'll captivate 
you.” For no good reason, 
| begged off and left hur- 
riedly. 


A sense of humor is 
essential in a nine-person 
home with only one bath- 
toom. 

One of those times where 
| followed someone that 
the household felt was 
perfect. Having decided, 
talking to me was simply 
a matter of courtesy. They 
make a go of expressing 
interest in the questions 
but it was obvious the 
matter was settled and 
people were eager to go 
about their business. 
Realizing this, | answered 
with whatever came into 
my head. Hobbies? 
Draining hot _water 
heaters and collecting 
stray dogs, Job? Chop- 
shop _go-fer. College? 
PLO Commando School. 
Nothing fazed them. One 
kept on planting little 
seedlings. Another de- 
cat-haired the sofa. The 
other air-guitared an E- 
chord. | got up and left 
and no-one noticed, 


OM. 

Seeing my own apart- 
ment advertised was a 
sobering experience. 
Who was leaving behind 
our backs? To catch the 
culprit, | called and made 
an appointment under a 
false name then left until it 


was time. When | 
retumed, the apartment 
was jammed with other 
applicants being inter- 
viewed. | accused my 
roommates of trying to 
force me out. They con- 
fronted me with my recent 
activities. Evidently, 
someone a roommate 
knew was friends with 
someone | metin my trav- 
els and word got back. To 
protect themselves 
against a last-minute 
departure, my roommates 
placed the ad. They were 
Telieved when | explained 
my true intentions and 
that | had no intention of 
leaving. | swore that my 
experiences taught me 
that this was my home, 
But what would we do 
with all of these people? 
The interviewees, when 
appraised of the situation, 
became surly and refused 
to leave. The ad said a 
foom was available and 
one of them meant to 
have it. When they 
formed a line to see my 
room, | was struck by a 
feeling of déja vu—some- 
thing like this had hap- 
pened to me long ago. 
And suddenly | knew. 
| reached to my quiver 
and chose an arrow. 
Setting it in my bow, | 
carefully took aim. 
I drew back my arm— 


‘we St. BoToLPH CLUB 

'OUNDATION was established 
in 1963 to recognize and support. 
artists working in or associated with 
New England. The Foundation’s 
annual Award is presented to an artist 
who has demonstrated outstanding 
talent and an exceptional diversity of 
accomplishments. Recipients include 
Jane Alexander, Steven Trefonides, 
Aaron Siskind, Harold Wright, Annie 
Dillard, Varujan Boghosian, David 
Wheeler, and John Edgar Wideman, 
Since 1981, the Foundation also has 
made grants-in-aid to artists at an ear- 
lier stage in their careers; seeking out 
situations where it can “make a differ- 
ence” through the combination of finan- 
cial support, recognition, and encour- 
agement. The Foundation is supported 
entirely by contributions from members 
and friends of the St, Botolph Club. 
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Lovlsm DEROMEDI was born in 1906 in the Tyrol region that is today 
northern Italy. She came to the United States in 1928 to marry Edward 
Valentine, a recent widower with eight children. He had written home to his 
sister, asking if there was a young woman who would come to Pennsylvania 
and become his wife. The circumstances surrounding Louise’s decision are 
still a matter of speculation within the family. She provided few details about 
her life in Italy, and the barriers of language and memory make uncovering 
her history difficult. Whatever her motivation, she became a wife, and moth- 
er to children whose oldest was only a few years younger than she. Louise 
and Edward also had two children of their own. It was with the family of her 
daughter that Nona—as Louise came to be called—spent her last thirty years. 

Fol the death of her husband in 1939, Nona held a number of jobs, 
a bar that served the local coal miners. When the business 
was sold, she went'to live with her daughter and family in New Jersey. She 
brought few possessions with her and carried the same upon their move 
north. In her lack of acquisitiveness, Nona was an aberration in her immedi- 
ate family. Little was disposed of, whether it was mechanical or personal. 
Within their rambling New England farmhouse and barn, a rich trove of arti- 
facts could provide documentation of the family’s past—or a metal plate to 
repair a burst radiator. None of this collection, however, belonged to Nona. 
She was distinguished by the treasures she had dispensed with’ When quizzed 
on the status of any family article once in her keeping, the answer invariably 
came back that she had thrown it out. Nona added little to the furnishings — 
of her room. She had no’ sentiment for cards and correspondence: once read, 

such missives became a... 7 

| It was only after Nona’s death that her family discovered what she saved. 1 
Preserved within her | book were over 100 religious cards collected over i 
her lifetime. The mz y ‘mentento mori cards: pre-printed death notices 
to which the approp te name and date were added. The cards represented 
neighbors and family from the old country and America. Nona had told 
another relative that shé would select a card at random each night and say a 


In mormora 


prayer for that person. In her last days, Nona imagined all these people alive 
and young. She believed she was preparing for a gathering that was, at times, 
her own funeral. 

For the people in her life, Nona had great love and generosity. Her lack of 
attachment to things did not lie in a failure to care for people. Would these 
cards have such significance if Nona collected many other things? It is their 
presence in a life absent of such sentiment that they become profound. And 
it is always a question how we all preserve our memories—especially that of 
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our departed loved ones. What was Nona saving when she kept these cards? 
S are we saving when we keep anything? 

es ‘select few of Nona’s cards—and her own. Within them 
you may see the life of one remarkable woman, her family and friends. And 


you may see us all. 
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Ca Ea B f tie 
\ppropriatetd) | 
In field Known for its outrageous styles 
and behavior, LUCY GREY cuts a unique) ‘ 
figure. Angered by couturiers’ random 
ampling and ham-fisted splicing of 
elements from clothing’s past, the former E or IN ALM. a “ 
costume historian abandoned academia. i ' 
She turned designer, model and 
theoretician of a line of clothing notable 
for its historical rigor and asthetic 
brilliance. Grey’s company name—CHRONIC 
Fasuion—highlights her Knowledge of 
fashion and its compulsion. Chronic’s 
motto, “Clothing for Time-Travellers,” 
flaunts period accuracy while suggesting 
contemporary—and future—relevance. Grey’ Suu 
original desiqns had her cast as the fashio 


world’s Sherrie Levine. Instead of KnocHins oH 4 ¢ aN Sill crepe, netting, lace, 
talfeta, dull jet bea 


off aspects of previous worlis, Grey absorb: 
them whole and presents them unmodified tol (eae 
“pon clothes adaptable to modern habits ia aE ore 
Grey has now charged into the area of life 
stylii tO promoting mores with her wares, Her 
multi-stage mourning dresses are the first o} 
ing fashion’s traditiona 


these clothes, ohellen 
life-affirming ethos with a garb of the dari side. W 
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SW Weneaterople chav 1 was a carefree baby and 


Owes mras five I wasn’t afraid of anything. I 
Meaeemenemare, hunted snakes (which she hated) 


eoemtenbaree me home until my father called, which 


sat ‘aose tor me, Tied each arm, i 
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“the top. The whistles 1 made wer 
sharp. 
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would move to Connecticut to near the relatives. 1 
‘once got to spend a Saturday night in Hamden with 
my favorite aunt. It was the fourth of July, and her 
neighborhood crackled with the light of barbecues, 
sparklers and the usual small explosives. After my 
family drove off she and I gossiped, eating strawber- 
ries dipped in sugar before she sent me to bed. I 
tried to sleep, agitated by the continuing blasts of 
noise and light. Babywakers, my brother called them. 

In the morning I dressed in my favorite pink 
jumper and my aunt took me to mass. I had seen her 
church only from the family car: angular, modern; it 
looked unlike any Catholic church I had ever seen. 
As we sat in a rear pew I watched a family walk up 
the aisle. There was the father, thick-necked and 
dark, His wife was taller, with bony elbows and a 
blonde shoulder length hair-do. Behind her was a lit- 
tle girl in light blue frills and lastly an older brother 
who appeared tall for his age and had hair that fell 
across his forehead and in the back down to his col- 
lar, lush and golden. The family chose a pew close to 
the stark altar. 1 guessed the boy to be a year or two 
older than me and my eyes never left him as mass 
progressed with its droning cadence. Here, I knew, 
staring at the back of his head, stood the most gor- 
geous boy that I had ever seen. He resembled Oliver 
in the movie musical and I was in awe that he never 
pinched or poked his sister as my brother always did, 
bored with the predictable service. At one point he 
even held her hand, looked upon her and smiled. I 
remembered that morning for years afterwards with a 
gentle sense of rapture: light coming in through the 
abstract stained glass, the warm, low pews, the glow 
of this perfect boy’s hair and regret for having to 
leave my aunt’s church. Eventually, this memory 
faded. It certainly was forgotten by the time my fam- 
ily moved into my grandparents’ house in Hamden, I 
Was just sixteen and starting to date, allowed to wear 
make-up but not yet allowed to drive. 

David was also sixteen and without a license. My 
friend Anne introduced us. She once had a crush on 
him but when Harry, who drove a muscle car, asked 
her out it became clear that David really liked me 
and when Anne ‘n’ Harry became inseparable, I asked 
Anne if she would mind much if 1 came on to her 
former obsession (she didn’t). 


grabbed mine down and pres 


sulnee 
The r 


Ral: on my ages could not possibly 

for the reality of David's steamrolling kiss. 

crushed my lips and pushed my head back with his “y 
mouth. Our noses smushed as he opened my mouth | 
with his and I felt teeth, yet no tongue. His lips 

ed hard, his head tilted 
mine to the left and right. His breath and wetness 
were bubblegum sweet and I had to wipe my mouth 
once we parted. 

‘That's some technique,” | breathed, looking up at 
him (I had read in Seventeen that guys like it when 
you gaze up at them after a kiss, it makes them feel 
tall). David grinned as he looked down at me and we 
Kissed like what for the rest of the afternoon: in the 
hall between classes, at lunch and again in the stair- 
well. At a certain time, in different parts of the 
school, we excused ourselves to go to the lay. We met 
in our stairwell where David made me dizzy with his 
forceful mouth. Sometimes I countered with light 
“butterfly wing” kisses as suggested in a book on sex 
1 found once while babysitting. We saw each other 
every school day until June when Anne ‘n’ Harry got 
engaged and friends teased us about hearing wedding 
bells. David suddenly broke off the relationship citing 
“other fish in the sea” and the fact that his parents 
wanted him to go to a prep school come fall. Our 
last kisses that day were for the first time soft, linger- 
ing and truly affectionate. 

From then on I saw David occasionally and only 
at a distance, although I thought of him constantly. 
One evening I took a friend to one of his baseball 
games and we kept our eyes on him as he played. 
During the second inning his family arrived. I 
watched them as they cheered him on: his tall, 
blonde mother, shorter father with graying dark hair 
and his younger sister. A memory of a perfect boy in 
my aunt’s church rose up in my consciousness and I 
knew that he had to have been David. Although he 
was someone I had idolized for years, after that game 
I thought less and less of him. By freshman year in 
college I was comforted by how indifferent my feel~ 
ings were for him. I saw him briefly at a nightclub in 
New Haven during Christmas break. He didn’t ree~ 
ognize me when I first tapped his shoulder but when 
he gaye me a second look his eyes 
opened wide and he spurted out my 
name. At one point in our small talk 
he said enthusiastically, as if | knew, 
“Our kisses were the best!” 

I didn’t reply. And years later I still cannot decide 
on the best response. At times, what David said 
comes back to me as I’m sitting quietly, resting my 
face against my hand. And I find myself kissing that 
spot near my thumb; absently, softly and with an 
imperceptible passion. 
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Actual art. 


figore cen 
Actual size. 


PINCH TOGETHER 


* AND © AND HOLD 


The 


MAOTMC. 
LIMITED SUBSCRIPTIONS. 


_ BEXAHEXAPLEXAGON is constructed by cuts 
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> off in 19 triangles (A). The triangles on one side are nambered I, 2 end 3 


A, etmiilar pettern of colers or gepmetr: 


HOLD AT OPPOSITE 
eEpGes A AND B 


5 and 6. 
The hexegon is then folded as shown. 


Tut News of THE WiirieD $ 15 May 1048 


4 JBu) JBajo ewWedAq }! UEpIOU! Si4) JYE ING exjUBD spy al 
WyBn0y} peY | 'sMoo YsE oy @ 
e]U04JU09 9|qeLO}uOoUN UE o7 
sseYOANd Pjoo OMA Jey) snoIAgo 
el BurBseyouon0 


the other, 4, 


y 


PaMoUus J0y SEY UIMPOS yn | 
Butoud sem ayg ‘aouerps poyiom aney pinoys 
Mop ajeyoBou pip am ajlym pue jo aBeyueape uoxey 
Lu 2/24 706 om jyun jo e1eme auoo9q JOU pip ‘a1ay sjuapnis uBI0x 
‘an YoIym jooyos siy ye Sur 
Ajure 99 3} 4. “wiy 0} sa06 Keuow rey 4 
INq AYA 40) Smolfe PUR AwiouoDs ayy diay sop YaIym abi 
'S90P Sil} PUB 8i]U189 SLY iy 07 WN Bug Sa0p eo} “siayjo Buowe ‘fojdwia s 
aidoad au) pue year sil (0s1U09 0} sjueM ay anailaq | puE Aj 
S14 diay 0} pabinga aq pinom ai 
IYO HapeA| Jo ej01 ay) shejd 
8H “UIMpoD si uosiad jnemod jsoui ay) 109104) pue {S01 
J9n0U 8” Siapisino Se pue ‘seBessou painjonuca bi 
IN OUL SHEP 34} Ul punove JoB 0} mouy ued ojdoad oy mOUY 
‘| duit euaso1ay Aw yey Addey UP S@njONU! YOY axBYyrA 
Buwwaddey jen e s,a104) ie JNO 5} JN9 UM} BJ “AAY ase ‘NOY sIY) ye UOAD 


BEGIN HERE 
SIH 


SUVIA XIS 


ONILS3NS1N 
NOOWXAT4VX3HVXSH 


3HL 


Zu RSE 
aS ae eeeran 
See eee 
= -suwe Se 


SdVHU3d 


WO4 ONTSNWY GNNnOd 4 


rs 


LX3N 
*AJANOG 3HL NO VIvl 3 
Advals 40 
AHL SI 


NVHL ONTONSTIWHO ayOWY 
inawasnwy 


T@ V Je GINOM LVHL N3yqqIH> 
1S) SIH 40 JNO ALYVd AVGHLYIG 


-NUNL SVM SHS — ALYY 


$,011H9 
yOod 


08 24) sep ayy Ul Lad 
ue ABRIIIA ay} PUNOJe Buyyngud 0} Uaye} sey ay ‘Umep a:0jaq SINOY OM) 
ahbesuos pue fyiea deajse jje} | pue Uy yey) sueaw 
onjeny 
nS w,| PeaTSY 
au & Se pomal 
soquyds 04 9) joneoi901d moy 
ue] 84) WO} esp UeD Kal JensTeyAA ‘PUUIUILL 2yp.u1 faued sso), yonui 
rene-at}1~*Buno0/ JeApes-Yonur-axe-saGeq\A GupwNOLNS eyr Ind Pkodoy 
wiod infs8adon8|hanpejode dope dB 
uaiPIY9.2y | -sjeopur qBop, po 


ONY HOUVASSY 
17nsayu ana 


2 


B 


VAVAVAN 


re 


HOLDING BASE, OPEN OUT 
AT CENTER WITH THUMBS 


feel the need to 


ial but we often seem to be escorted 


around, It's hard not to trust my normal sense of paranoia. > The Weavers: The four 
‘men who have been instructing us must be exasperated by now. We really turned their 


apprenticeship concept on its ear. Normally what happens is a kid works under a mas- 


ter weaver for years, doing all the schlep work. Now and then he gets to do some 
and respect and we kinda took it 


tated drunkard was supposed to escort us 


leeches, They had already started to touch my hair. My 
ut Agbeko got pissed off that he had not been 


th Gal 


informed of our departure and as the dé 


spared me the drama of the wrath of Agbeko who was probably instructed 
lie assures us that cr 


is all based on a system of tra 
‘apart. Here five women blow in, all want 


be think 


n 
the mood to fend off ct 
protected from but it makes me wonder about how comfortable and safe | should allow 


wherever we were to go that day. We got annoyed because we di 


myself to feel 
weaving. 


ink they can weave after 


k they are?" They 
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i 
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SPREAD APART TO 
REVEAL A NEW FACE! 


PLEASE CONTACT 
US FOR MORE 
INFORMATION 
ABOUT CONTENT 
IN THE NEWS OF 
THE WHIRLED. 


He 
cere 


we did show them a bit about our process and 
‘a shame because these guys proved 

was sweet to see the transformation. > Marconi 
ings went well when he realized | was serious 
the hierarchy of weavers I think he's most 
of the threading and we worked well 


tb. 


about learning everthe grunt work (Whi 


us patterns to work on and wound up being very forthcom- 
impel 


warmed up to each other. > The toughest was Gabri 


He was reat at teaching the datai 


ith.) 


together. He wasn't as Well versed in the pattern work but he was generous with what 
he knew. He was kind enough ta bring Ann and me tolhis home and where his sons 


was pretty grouchy from the start but once We got to weaving and he saw our 


‘one week?” Actu 
technique but 

to be pretty coal once we 
interest he was quick to oi 

is the weaver | had most contact 


ith him ‘til the e: 


__assign an “concern level” to your ¢ 


. Truly this guy was trying hard not to let her get to him but once he let her in she would not let up and played this benign 
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of these very serious weavermen. What went on between he and. 


mast hum 
Glenda was starti 


design software prog 
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set. 
“rept 
lependence on over-used formulas. It can. 
also aid \ oes in recognizing and de\ yeloping a unique, 
treet can be directed to. meron 


alternatives, 
—setreSet t 


tool to teacher, advisor, and onal 
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just chosen News Gothic ofl for 
h time over twelve dogu- 


would alert nt 
ic k ee é 


also indicate a nacre 5 


@nform vourtatiirr, that you' a. used th 
te 


Bharming face. If you fin 
ae irritating than informative, you 


deSign choices for display in View windoy e, 
will xe sent dialog windows at prograr 


iggress: 

A con, 
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delete bol iface —effectivi 
eee altengl 
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Extension to fost 0 e. ee 

rights and combat desig) oral d yi ape Bios ae: 
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from your system and 1 

without permisiga of the ofiginal \ 


thing £ See 


waded ements, §: 
will run on: any jak 
with page-layout softwa 
form, memory, RAM, ‘or 
program will oe a 


ware! Once you've read 
ready to run. 


ee, a Ps, Ae * . 
F Te Be ST ARORA POA AP 2 
z cunt [i 
Na CSe7,- 
‘bull the end dhd be was as baffled a 3 anyonen® Felix wadbn's The ature”: teases T 
fain insiruetdr She wasithe on@of us wh efipaged of th e i ae i 
‘most closely in the (haster-apprentice felationshia: She | Jnivers e I he have visited few of 
was the only one of us who had never done any! weav- L this 
ing before and he had her weaving yard after yard, ho I, the space“traveler Rug na way arest of galaxies. The 
ering over her to be sure she did it right. Eventually she e, have feeq tented” y sentient galaxy is‘a' gala: 
bored and released herself itude and went ares 7 ema 
got bored and released herself from servitude and wen i ee 3 s 
off to photograph women at work for her last few days many of the galaxies thar ogeupy . apart. Uninhabited but alive, ir 
of class but things worked out well between she and our universe. Even when blessed with regards galaxies with organic life as 
Felix and he went on to use the cloth she wove in some a : di Foe ayo A 
clothing he made.» The hovering as education phe- 4 100,000-year life span, thé distances infest By a ciscase ompparasite, 
nomenon is a Ke unnerving. UE ALO ce See between eis an a are so vast Fearing iffféction, it decidfs to flee. It 
around waiting for us to make mistakes so they coul even visit them all: | safple-T anna Th k 
help correct them. | always considered it a great compli- DOSE DRE Vis) x : Pe sone adds to ti ener, adyi given it by 
ment when they left me with my loom to weave without traveler, ft a tourist. T go th experience the the Big Bethe edae 
supervision. It must be understood that they take their ew, To tifil-blaze. The natug> of our universe ate oc 
roles very seriously and it must have been terribly dis- of the u| @ furthest 


ruptive for them to have five spoiled white women has li spread and varied. 


breeze in to weave as a lark. They may never want Within a gJ 
‘Americans in their midst again, »» Alone is a concept 
unknown to Ghana, there is always some one about. 


detectabl§ objects due to fheir enor- 
mous energy output, are these galaxies 


in, flight? In the sterile fringes of the 


260740, 


aces may 
number in the billions. But an overall feel may 


‘Some of us give a good deal of time to just hiding out in be discerned by the experienced space-traveler, Ps : t 
our luxurious single rooms, (Yes!) Privacy is just an 360740:is a kindly galaxy, with, creatures aihiverse: the aware galaxies will feel 
unknown—with so many people | suppose it would be i ° 


difficult, | am looking forward to rattling around in my big deliberateand wise. Ina galaxy, I will visit pe Safe: Are we only a virus in the 


house with my cats and not being chased down by a few major civilizations but mostly drift > body of a galaxy? We may never 
inquisitive children calling “Cella, Cella.” All of us are b : ; Fe 5 ah SG REL (este these 
starting to feel squeezed. i's good that we all. get along Pave stats) listening BO CES Nest rs now, But I leave these 

within our group. | really like everyone I'm here with and sant flux of their transmissions. # galaxies unnamed out of 

hope to keep up the friendships... Patience took ase 

‘Ann, Glenda and me to her church. These were the The By this I can respect for their 

Pentecostal, drumming, speaking in tongues folks and it them. Ohaick. 

was a complete wow, You haven't lived ‘til you've d The afte 
amened and hallelujahed at a party for god. > The trow- Sea i creation The sLow 
trow is something | have not yet braved and actually life-span of a f Still is occurring 


hope not t, Its one of those death-trap humanity. Staté wakening 
packed vehicles that one would feel at risk in. The size 
‘of a mini-van with a rack on top that easily carries twice eternal. seeniing even 
the volume of the interior of the vehicle, how this stuff is aie : 
loaded is beyond me, These trow-trows remain parked by-niy long-life standard. 
until full to capacity and then some, meaning that body Galaxies evolve while the: 
upon body is wedged together until somebody decides 
that there are enough people and parcels loaded up to 
justify moving along. And move along they do at speeds 
exceeding sanity. And as if to leave safe passage com- 
pletely in the hands of fate they have phrases such as 
“God's will be done” painted on them. This is something 
do not trust. + What a scene yesterday, our final full < 
day in the weaving village. Much of it was spent distrib- the univer 
uting small gifts and clothing to the kids who have been 
hanging around. They in turn continue to hit us up for 
cameras, tape players etc. One doesn't want to regard 
them as little ingrates but I'm not (none of our group is) ‘Aware on 
comfortable with this. For one it’s the great big Ghana- 

hustle. They have so little, we have so much, what can managed ti 
‘we expect but for kids to be kids and to try to get out of 
us what they can, Besides, everyone here is out to get y 
something from us, it's nothing new. Part of our discom- Now th} y are Tocked, unck angiing. 
fort lies in: 1) We thought we'd be helping with the stuff 0 Berns 
we brought. It is in fact inadequate and other items _ r fae hips be t-what. thew 
might have been more useful—perhaps items for the 5 
school that might have been used communally by all the 


galaxy is long— throughout the uniyiite. 


NGC +3Blue(N) is a gflaxy,.till 
in formation. It is coalescing’ from a 
primal cloud of roiling « Gosmic’ dusts and 


peoples ie ee 


Eventually, ealaxies ‘e 
aoos 
since? 


been sutti- 
‘ss A number 
em, some 
nt life. These 
shed galaxy, 
nowing the 
fe time of creation, can’still détect the roar 0} 
tl first Evene still resounding.. and know it for 
what it is. The birth-cry fills all of space. How 
many civilizations have risen and fallen.as 
this Bang still echoes? What did the first 
race think, knowing it Was all new, that 
they were the first fruit? Where are 


energy find mas 


against eHtRopy. 


children, 2) We were mostly hanging with the pushiest * they today? We can only guess. if 
prep ap Yo by whatever meager he 
Fathead community because they The 'Transitic 
have a bit of weaving to sell or their parents work for galaxies around them dis~ 


Godwin. Our concerns were with the children from 

neighboring communities with their distended bellies, = 

whose diet is meager and unvaried. We thought in ret- > waves from a thrown 

rospect that the clothing might have gone to a church or estar “oof 
9 ? Are they p 

a school where it could have been distributed to those state? Ansitiey p1ogt 


that ‘Americans come and leave expensive its. ft just itsell 
itself? 

fale the economy is some birth control, » I'll bet a lot ala Galaxies 
of these kids are aiming to get the hell out of this vilage. 
| can't say if this will help or hinder. Americans with are huge and space is 
cameras are inspiring some major fantasies and | think a vast. In certain areas, espcially 
lot of these young people want to connect with us for ee 
the possibility of using us as sponsors as a ticket to the near the universal center, it is crowd- 
U.S. Sheila was actually approached by one young boy 
and his family to sponsor him and to pay for his educa- : i 
tion in the States, My advice to anyone coming here is galaxies were thrown every which way. 
to not get involved in the gift giving and to make it clear 
to the kids from the start that no gifts are coming, - 
Glenda did this and no one treated her any worse for it. lide, Buggwithin galaxies the distances between 
> That's the kids, the adults were a different scene. 
Godwin held a reception to include the weavers, our 
driver, ourselves, and the kitchen help (alas the kitchen each othe® Neithersiewever, emerges completely 
help we it at durit ep- . . * 
Rete IN EES ee Ly Oya cuaeee unchanged. Systems will gainJand lose planets. 


perse...radiating out like aN Te ¥aesal ca Be 
SA infllienced subtly by the phy: 
Ps ical nature of their galaxy. The 
spiral galaxy generally holds ordered, 
scientifically-aware peoples. Logical, 
a“ inathematically-oriented creatures. In 
particular, the curved spiral is home tc 
those who see beauty in order and are 
keenly aware of the rhythms of nature 


‘Rolie: 


ed. In the jumble of the creating blast 


‘engineers, the 


gular gal 


B figntimes sti 


will consume rh ire galaxy. Betwee 


Sometimes their courses intersect and they col- 


stars are Wide. The galaxies ‘actfially pass through 


favorites, here anything is possible. Th 
tence can be savored 


full range off 


could get their tips and gifts fram us. In some ways it Orbits W ot realize what is alts Ae iit often. 
made things easier for us by providing a forum in which i i jews NGC #'y6* is one I visit often, 
{o express our appreciation but it was 0 obvious, We Occurring and believe theirs is a very dense drinking in the vibrancy, Of all 

gave them gifts of clothing and Ellie tipped them. | hope galaxy. Or that it is splitting apart. Thene>is Asay va 


the galaxies, it is here | 
ae return. And I have seen 
many have: 


they were all satisfied, but these were the people I Palsy a 
(thotigh:né-less deserving) who were employed | know the legendary “marauding” ga 


there Were people needing spare clothing more than (aistcalaeeNGG. <a 
they did. Politics, it's all who knows Godwin. > We i GET 56 


wonder if Ellie has a misguided view of all this she piciously close to ingipeighbor NGC 


wants s0 milch to help the Ghanaians and to do some- Z ne oh 

: ) 7etaQught*—asflere light- 

thing, to boost their economy while preserving the etaQught*—taflere hight , 

indigérious art, but | sense that she is being taken year. . e 


advantage of. Her relationship with Godwin has us puz- : Ah, 
zled, {End of Part 1.1 
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It is tw hundred years in ur 
future. Humanity has ¢ | 


5, the 
Extras (f r Extra-s 
lar c | nists) declare 
independence fr m Earth. All 
¢ mmunicati ns frm the 


ud 
the far- 
te 


missiins last n_m re than 
twenty minutes, and ften 
begin and end abruptly, as if 
br adcast surreptiti usly: 
Great eff rt is made by Earth 
t impr ve recepti n and dec 
de the signals. The transmis- 
sins are fund t_ carry many 
channels f inf rmati n: audi , 
vide , hl graphic, pr gram- 
ming'c de, telemetry. ther 
channels are resistant t_ dec 
ding but take up significant 
wavelengths. 
n the primary channel, a | ne 
figure addresses the viewer 
n directly as if dictating a vide 
letter, r diary entry. The fig- 
ure—wh never names him- 
self, th ugh speaks as if his 
identity were. bvi us—tells st 
ries flife n the Extra w rlds. 
He speaks f Extra s ciety, p. 
litics, culture, expl rati ns. 
‘There are tantalizing hints f 
¢ ntact with n n-human intel- 
ligences, drastic genetic m 
ificati ns t_ the human f rm, 
bizarre s cial experiments, 
The questi n arises: are 
| these transmissi ns “real”? 
Might they be Extra pr 
paganda t_c nfuse an Earth 
Pp pulati n they c nsider deca- 
dent and stagnant? ris this 
individual a sympathetic laser 
perat r sending messages 
under his fell w Extras” n 


4 ses? There is als the p ssi- 

e bility that the beams are 
aimed nt t Earth but an 

n unkn wn receiver—maybe 


even Extra spies. The answer 
is th ught t lie in the as-yet 
untranslated channels. 


transmissi ns c ntinue... 
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“A unique 
vision of the 
future com- 
bining Aliens 
with 8 Prairie 
Home 
Companion.” 
~ THe News oF 
THE WairLeD 


{uli 


shi @8 


, is 
an interactive program 
which contains the raw 
material of six succes- 
sive broadcasts. Video 
and audio tracks may 
be isolated and exam- 
ined by means of auto- 
matic filtering and 
translation programs. 
Clues to unlock the 
coded channels are 
included in the narra- 
tive sections and trans- 
lation output to aid in 
uncovering the purpose 
and significance of the 
messages. 
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EMIGRE 


Dear Emigre, 
Keep up the great work, Emigre! I have been 
getting your magazine for two years and I love 
it. I was sad to see your large format downsize. 
Oh well, change is good. Thanks. 

Chris Keeney, AOL 


Dear Emigre, 
I have been meaning to write you about this 
for the longest time: I was browsing through 
the magazines at my local Tower Records over 
the summer and what should I come across 
but the House Industries issue of Emigre. This 
would not have struck me as odd if it had not 
been on the shelf with the car/truck maga- 
zines. Guess no one told them that it was a de-~ 
sign magazine. Maybe you should include a 
warning label on any future issues with “con- 
fusing” covers. 

Sean DeYee, Internet 


Dear Emigre, 
Thad my first issue of Emigre purchased for me 
by my wife’s cousin, because her cousin is 
lucky enough to live in a state where a maga- 
zine shop will carry your-much-envied-by- 
me publication. The cousin is from Mew Mex- 
ico (your typo, not mine). I'm in Utah and 
have decided that no. 19 is just not enough and 
I need more. I very much appreciate the com- 
mitment to type, layout, content and explora- 
tion of the like that your group has shared, 
published, etcetera. At least the bookstores 
carry your book. Tomorrow I'll be getting my 
company to shell out money and get me a few 
subscriptions, and of course Emigre is the first 
on my list. Talk to you folks tomorrow. Thanks 
Shaun Tullis, Internet 


Dear Emigre, 

I finally decided to send you some comments, 
and, I hope, some intelligent ones. 

Something infuriated me: the letter [in Emigre 
no. 40] from my Brazilian neighbor Joana 
Ventura, and her silly statement "You are tell- 
ing nothing.” She isn’t the first one to tell me 
that Emigre is saying nothing — a statement 
that I totally disagree with. Let me explain. 

I have been collecting Emigre, including back 
issues, with pleasure. Sure, I would like to see 
those big issues back again, but on the other 
hand, they would never arrive intact at my 
home in Brazil. So the size is good now. A 
clever marketing strategy — small is effective 
and offers great portability and salability. 
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Also, I have seen hundreds of Brazilian adver- 
tising agencies use Emigre fonts everywhere. 
It's funny to open a magazine, watch TV, read 
a newspaper or even walk on the streets and 
see big billboards featuring Emigre fonts. It's 
a pastime of mine to identify all the Emigre 
typefaces and those cute names you give them 
for my friends. If you are saying nothing, why 
does everybody use your typefaces? 

Publishing companies also get inspiration 
from Emigre. Some Brazilian teen magazines 
change their visuals twice a year, and they al- 
ways use Emigre-inspired designs. If you are 
saying nothing, why do they copy you so eager- 
ly? Surely it has a purpose — you must be say- 
ing something! 

Brazilian MTV does the same thing. What we 
see in Emigre first later becomes some vignette 
and/or ad for an MTV program. Brazilian MTV 
has no creative verve, but is marvelous when it 
comes to transforming trash into beautiful 
Emigre-style creations using tons of Zuzana 
Licko’s typefaces. Sometimes they use what I 
define as “hybrid design,” changing from 
difficult-to-read David Carson, to sturdy and 
strong Neville Brody-inspired designs. I love 
the colorful The Face/Arena big lettering ani- 
mations (almost old fashioned, as if we have 
never lived in the 808). Also, I think they have 
recently acquired Emigre no. 29, the Designers 
Republic issue, since they are trying to make 
ads that look like Japanese comics, or they say 
"I saw a bubble gum package yesterday and I 
will reproduce it using my Mac. How creative I 
am!” If you aren't saying anything, why is the 
information that Emigre publishes so eagerly 
devoured and regurgitated into our culture? 

I do believe that the great oxymoron that 
should be ringing a bell inside my Brazilian 
friends’ minds is "How come you are saying 
nothing when it is obvious that you are telling/ 
giving us everything (ideas/typefaces) that is 
important to us?” When are people going to 
admit that Emigre is a source of inspiration? 
Thank you Emigre, and keep up the great work. 
Your Brazilian subscriber, 

Fabio Bertolozzi, Internet 


Dear Emigre, 

I can’t help but comment on the letter by Joa- 
na Ventura that appeared in your last issue. 
Like in many other letters I've read in past is~ 
sues of Emigre, we haye another complaint 
about the contents of your magazine. That's 
really not new. Actually, I believe the preface 
for Emigre 39 was mainly addressed to these 
readers: "I'm aware of my audience's dislike 
of reading matter,” you said. 

Let's say this is not fair. Maybe Joana Ventura 
likes to “read,” but she found out that Emigre's 
discourse is empty. "You're telling nothing,” 
she wrote, and she felt the need to put it in 
Portuguese because in English this probably 
sounds like nonsense. At first glance we could 


imagine the poor girl can’t read English very 
well (or wasn’t she able to recognize charac- 
ters, words and sentences in the pages of the 
magazine?), But I've heard the same kind of 
comment from someone who teaches English 
and wasn't able to capture any meaning from 
an Emigre article he was trying to translate. 
“Are there any new ideas?” she asks, after 
having read the review “The angel is my 
floating point,” and some other articles. Is it 
possible that she read so many articles, essays 
and reviews on Throwing Apples at the Sun that 
now she can’t stand it anymore? I don’t be- 
lieve so. So this is not the point. 

I believe the point is that Emigre has been 
turning its attention more and more to the 
theoretical issues of graphic design language, 
and that’s exactly where the new ideas are. In 
doing so, a new language for design theory and 
criticism has to be created. Like any new lan- 
guage, it’s not very stable and maybe not very 
clear. And very easily dismissed as nonsense. 
Priscila Farias, Sao Paulo, Brazil. 


Dear Emigre, 

I've been reading Emigre for a few years now, 
and you've published a number of letters say- 
ing, essentially, that lately you've had too 
many words and not enough pictures. 

I can sympathize, because, after all, graphic 
designers may be presumed to be as much in- 
terested in Graphics as Design, But I admire 
your attempt to fill two black holes at once: the 
lack of a real-world-yet-uncompromising 
graphics mag, and also of a high-minded -yet- 
not-entirely-academic design journal. 

As a composer and songwriter, I know that 
when it comes to Music vs. Words, music al- 
ways wins; and as any major tabloid will tell 
you, when it’s Pictures vs. Words, pictures al- 
ways win. But in graphic design, as with chil- 
dren’s books, it’s a much fairer and therefore 
more interesting struggle. 

My best to both sides of your brains, 

Erie Grunin, Internet 


Dear Emigre, 

Hi, this is Gaston — an avid reader of your 
magazine. I just wanted to make a small point 
after reading your opening essay for Emigre 
3g. On page 9 there is an interesting remark 
made on David Carson's work. I would like to 
give my take on the subject. 

The paragraph I am referring to goes some- 
thing like this: "To justify his typographic 
zrobics on the page, Carson often refers to 
the changing habits of the audience and bor- 
rows from the theory that if you engage the 
readers and make them work at decoding the 
text, they will better remember what they 
read. Granted, it did take me quite a bit of 
work to figure out that the sentences in the es~ 
say needed to be read from bottom to top. But 
what I end up remembering about the essay is 
not so much what I read, but how difficult it 
was to read at all.” It then gees on with a re~ 
mark made by Andrew Blauvelt. 

I believe the theory borrowed by Carson rarely 
works. Creating interference between the 
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Daniet X. O'Nei1 


My favorite magazines are Srar and Grose and I’m not going to hide it anymore. With 
bright retail colors and big pictures of beautiful people doing marvelous things, the 
tabloids are where I go for pure graphic love. 


wo recent developments have slipped me deeper into the color tabloids: their uncanny 
ability to break major stories and the fact that I fell in love. Before I met my fiancée, some 
would say I cared more about geopolitics than people. Now I know how good it is to revel in 
love like yellow flowers nestled in a red meadow. 

But the real gold of the tabloids is trut. Trut is the mutable concoction of facts em- 
ployed for an ulterior purpose. Trut consists of exactly #/s of the stuff of truth. Four out of five 
letters lined up as a reasonable facsimile of the truth. 

Here at the end of the millennium, consumers of communication are adept at trading in 
these fractional representations of reality. Everyone prepares particular visions of the truth 
for different people. We all in turn take everyone else’s trut and calibrate it to our own 
understandings. The missing H doesn’t bother us a bit. With “% of the truth and some sense, 


people manage to get along. 


ue Rise or TRur 


Imperfect truth is not new. White lies and misinformation have been around as long as 


families and war. What is new is the widespread acceptance of customized falsehood. 

In 1974 when Nixon lost his job, the country fell under what I call the tyranny of the 
smoking gun. After that, whenever there was a scandal, the question was “What did he know 
and when did he know it?” This red-handed attitude came with the rise of investigative 
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journalism. The problem is that this system plays right into the hands of those in power. As 
long as they can hide the weapon, they can get away with whatever they want, no matter how 
much of the evidence points to them. 

Take the example of a guy named Ronald Reagan. He managed to stay unimpeached by 
keeping one step removed from the smoking gun. He and his lackeys committed some of the 
most heinous acts of cunning ever performed against the United States Constitution. They 
cut a deal with the Ayatollah Khomeni to keep hold of the Teheran Embassy hostages until 
Reagan had beaten poor Jimmy Carter. They financed a sickening war in Nicaragua by selling 
crack cocaine to U.S. minorities. They took the traditional Washington sport of white-collar 
robbery to obscene heights with the Savings & Loan Scandal and the subsequent Resolution 
Trust Corporation bailout. And on and on. He got away with everything, and we all know it. 
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Wuat Trut Hatu Wrovucut 


This is not just an American phenomenon. Governments all over the world are regularly 
shown to be run by corrupted phreaks who do everything from rob us blind to fondle our 


children to kill us outright. Each of these governments is invariably propped up by 
newspapers, Tv and other media that proclaim that the Government is full of a bunch of good 
guys looking out for us. Trut is the direct product of the chafing that occurs when popular 
perception of reality doesn’t jibe with the dominant version of reality. Instead of trying to 
prove the existence of an absent gun, trut looks at the plainly visible and encourages logical 
conclusions. 

The media often tries to ameliorate lost credibility with the use of irony and satire. nBc 
gives us Saturday Night Live, where they make fun of the power but "never go too far,” as 
George Bush once said approvingly, standing next to Dana Carvey at a White House press 
conference. Irony and satire are lazy and defeatist. Trut-making is earnest and probing. 

Trut can be a violent phenomenon. One of the most advanced cases of a society trying to 
bring the dominant trut closer to the facts was the Los Angeles Rebellion of 1992. The 
citizens of ra knew that the Rodney King verdict delivered in Simi Valley was severely flawed. 
There was an overpoweringly widespread feeling that no amount of op/ed page copy or letters 
to the editor could change. So they took to the streets and let the world in on their trut: cops 
shouldn’t get away with beating the shit out people for no good reason. 

The rebellion marked a turning point in the rise of trut. The Simi Valley jurors had a 
smoking gun (amateur videotape) and still refused to convict because they were holding on to 
their own trut. Their trut was that the cops are good. And that African-Americans — even 
prostate, pummeled African-Americans surrounded by a dozen hyped up cops — are a threat. 
And the tyranny of the smoking gun went down in flames. 


EMIgre NO.41 


Bacx To Tur TaBLorps 


I'm not saying that the tabloids are radical revolutionaries leading the way to a 
government of the people, by the people, for the people. But they are trailblazers in the 
methodology of trut. Instead of making up constrictive rules for themselves that only impede 
their ability to discover reality, they accept official dishonesty and embrace it. 

Tabloids like Srar and Grose are leading practitioners in a new standard for honesty, 
and they don’t deserve to be held out with two fingers like a stinky rag. The tabloids diligently 
seek out the 80% of facts that are discernible even when people like Reagan are doing their 
best to hide the H on them. They make up the rest through careful analysis of what they 
discovered. Then they present the result as if it were Gospel. 

The point is that this isn’t thin air. The quotes are completely made up but they seem to 
represent something true. The quotes end up being what the person would have said had they 
been honest and if they had actually spoken to the reporter who wrote the story. 

Trut is like people — there are a lot of mean ones out there. Tabloids use the under- 
handed method of vague attribution. Of course whatever tabloids say a certain person said, 
only serves to buttress the trut laid out in the article. It also tends to expose the position from 
which a trut has sprung. A good example is from the Gross article called “X-Files Grnu1an 
Ayperson Rep-Hor Lover —ar 15.” The article profiles Ralph Wallace, a former boyfriend of 
the actress. They wrap up the story this way: “...but he says he'll always have a warm spot for 
Gillian and loves watching her as Agent Dana Scully on the X-Files.” 

He never said that. | know Ralph Wallace. Ralph Wallace is a friend of mine. Ralph 
Wallace has produced a number of my verse dramas here in Chicago. Ralph Wallace does not 
like the X-Files that much. Grose only said he said that because it serves the article’s trut, 
which is that Gillian Anderson has a nutty-goofy background, and she’s really-really a nutty 
wild girl, and that is just one more reason why everyone in the world should watch her show 
on Fox Network. This is trut according to Gillian Anderson’s agent and Rupert Murdoch, and 
that warm spot is going to be in their jeans when they read the overnight Nielsens. Trut 
everywhere. 


Suckers 


Probably the biggest news broken by the tabloids lately is a story the Srar reported last 
August about presidential strategist Dick Morris. Here’s the lead from Richard Gooding’s 
article called Top Ciinron Arps Ann Tue Sexy Catt Girt: “President Clinton’s top political 
adviser has hired a call girl almost weekly for a year — and after kinky sex has revealed the 
innermost secrets of the White House. While the illicit pair sprawl naked, the trusted aide 
takes frequent phone calls from the Oval Office and even holds the phone up to the call girl’s 
ear so she can eavesdrop on the president's private conversations — without Clinton ever 
knowing it. 

“He gets a kick of me listening in’, Washington call girl Sherry Rowlands tells Star in an 
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exclusive interview.” 
So we've got a short married guy with a foot fetish next to a prostitute on one line and on 


the other line we've got the President of the United States next to the guy holding the freakin’ 
nuclear launch codes ina black suitcase. Now that’s a story. 

First they lay out the bona fides of Ms. Rowlands: “She gave up a shot at modeling and 
acting to get married at 19, and had several children. But after 14, years the marriage broke 
up. Two years ago, she signed on with an escort service for the first time, aiming to make 
enough money to start a business cleaning homes and offices.” 

So Sax is broadcasting the fact up front that they are telling the story from the point of 
view of Ms. Rowlands. After all, this is a popular magazine — there are a lot more aspiring 
model/actresses, young mothers, divorcees, call girls, entrepreneurs, and cleaning ladies 

3 62 3 reading Srar than there are Presidents of the United States. I think they hit a good part of 
their demographic right there. 

Sran also takes the time to lay out their own legitimacy. They run a profile on the “Stan 
Reporter Who Investigated the Scandal.” He used to be a copy boy at the New York Times. 

The amazing thing about this trut is how quickly its radical core of facts was absorbed 


into the dominant media. Network pundits and political strategists folded the story into the 
overwhelming tableau of hours and hours of uncut content provided by the President, his 
t operatives, and the cozy tv execs whose hopes and dreams are all wrapped up in keeping the 
Executive Branch up and moving well, keeping the wars won. 
The sad thing about trut is how it de-moralizes culture and boils down world visions to a 
i cold calculus of individual loss and gain. It doesn’t really matter who plays footsie with whom 
| or who's carrying out genocide on whom or who stole the elections. As long as the Fed keeps 
interest rates low, or as long as the baby sleeps through the night, or as long as the stock 
market keeps rising, or as long as the cops don’t come for them, people will keep their 


ih mouths shut and go along with whatever's handed down. And we can bundle ourselves up in 
| oer : 
| tailor-fit coats of trut and steel ourselves against whatever comes next. 
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Nancy Bonnexi-Kancas 


Wet and Me 


Two awful things happened when I sat down with my precious pile of nine Wets. I have 
kept them for 17 years now, carefully packing and moving them no less than ten times, 
but never rereading them for fear of finding out that they were stupid, dull, and hope- 
lessly Nu Wave. Wet changed my life when I was 19 and ready to have my life changed. I 
have no idea how the first copy got in my hands. Here’s what I can reconstruct: 


se 


Tt was 1980. Columbus, Ohio. Smack in the middle of my “beat” —a strip of High Street I 
walked several times a day, everyday — there was a telephone pole. On that pole was stapled a 
medium sized stiff cardboard poster that said, “GET WET.” 

Now, cut to me in my tiny apartment. I have purchased a copy of Wet. I'm showing it to 
my boyfriend, Greg, who thinks I’m very cool for finding such a gold mine of hep. He holds it 
eagerly. 

Thonestly don’t remember reading any of it, but I suppose I did. I think I took it with me 
on the bus to work, looking at it and letting a warm wave of understanding wash over me: 
Nancy, there are people out there who are not afraid. They have arms and legs and breasts and 
penises like people in Columbus, but somehow... they're not like us. These Wet people put so fresh 
squids on their naked bodies in the design of an evening gown. They take photographs of small, 
planned explosions. They're... you know, interesting. 

Soon, Greg and I moved to San Francisco, swinging by Los Angeles in hopes of shopping 
at shops we'd seen advertised in Wet. 

So, as I held the yellowing stack of Wets on my lap, the stakes were high. Would my Wet 
love hold? 

The answer is, of course, complicated, and discussed below. The two horrible and per- 
sonally embarrassing things I didn’t expect to find out were that: 

1. — Nancy's Magazine is a big fat Wet rip off! Wet had a power issue (Sept./Oct. 1980). 

N'sM had a power issue (Spring 1987). (CRINGE) Wet took themes and playfully danced 

around them. N’sM attempts to do the same. I can only flinch by the phone waiting for 

their lawyers to call. 

2. — I subscribed to Wet, but Wet wrote for Greg! I open it, and it’s filled with Greg's 


[ Wet At A Glance ] 
— Thirty four Wets exist, beginning with the May/June 1976 issue and closing out with Nov/Dec. 1981. 


— Editor Leonard Koren, based in Venice, California, worked on Wet alone for the first year and a half before he was joined by three friends. 


—The subtitle, "The Magazine of Gourmet Bathing,” was (remarkably) an actual focus throughout most issues. 

— Sample of themes that put out a tight rope for articles to tippy-toe across: Onsrsston (July/Aug. 1978), Dry Love (Jan/Feb. 1979), Foon 
(May/June 1979), Ivrentor Spaces (March/April 1980), Henors (Nov 1980), Frre (Dec. 1980). In the May/June 1981 issue, Koren 
announced that the magazine would “drop the heavy reliance on themes.” 
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favorite musicians, Greg's favorite artists. It’s a catalog of Greg's 80s passions. 

I've been robbed. 

I would like to allude to these two disturbing and seemingly contradictory points by 
addressing the following theoretical questions and telling some funny personal stories: 

1. — Under what circumstances is a magazine influential? 

2. — What affects zesthetic and intellectual sophistication? (Is there a point at which it 


stops?) 


Let's go back to that telephone pole on which the stark poster suddenly appeared. At the 
time, I imagined that one of those beautiful Wet beings from Los Angeles was driving across 
the country putting up posters, one in each city. Pah. Now I would be willing to bet $100 that 
someone from the record store across the street received a package of Wets along with the 
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poster. Record store guy walks out to the pole, staples up poster, goes back to store, sets stack 


of Wets on counter. Nancy walks up to pole, falls into a trance, walks across street, buys Wet. 

L ask, what poster would get me — a 36 year old heap of souring cynicism — to cross the 
street today? I do not long to be 19 years old again —Yick! And yet, I am a bit sorry that as I 
age, I become increasingly discriminating. The more I see, the more | am able to — and do— 


understand events in wider and wider contexts (“another zine by an excited young person,” 
“another loud rock band,” “the bell bottoms again”). Fewer things — especially when it comes 


to magazines — can blindside me with their freshness, and I miss that. 


And another thing. Will I, 17 years from now, look back and say, "Yick”? It's hard to 
fathom just how supremely sophisticated I would be at age 53 if my life was one rocketing 
trajectory of esthetic, intellectual, social, and spiritual refmement. (And at 70? My god.) The 
improbability of this vision makes me believe that there are twists and dips in the process of 
aging, even if I don’t know why. 

Consider my parents, which I often do. My mother. 68, has spent her adult life switching 
“genres.” Last year she worked for H&R Block during tax time. Several years before that, she 


ran a wearable art sale. Last weekend she went shopping for a camper van. One of my favorite 
things about her is that she keeps something to discover in front of her. In a way, she is 
maintaining a state of perpetual unsophistication. 

It is unclear when my father, 67, a clinical psychologist until his retirement ten years 
ago, stopped in his path. I suspect it may have been about five years before he retired. He got 
stale and never picked up a new thread. Today, my father, whom I love, drinks a 750 ml bottle 
of sherry every evening, beginning around 4:00 p.m. We experience about five lucid minutes 
together every two weeks. 


Whether Wet found me, or I found it, or I found Greg, who found my Wet and told me 
what he found —who can say? The brilliance was that we had each other, and we all knew that 
| popular culture, sort-of-new wavey music, odd architecture, raw art, nakedness and funky 
| clothes mattered. Today, for me, there is less of the kind of magic that Wet was. I do trust that 
there will be other magics. 
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I asked my 57s year old son, Aaron, what his next “interest” (our polite word for 
“obsession”) would be . We agreed that so far he has had four major periods: Construction, 
Power Ranger, Fire Fighter, and — the current one — Police. Aaron said, “I never know what 
the next one will be because it is always a surprise.” 


A Discussion 
of the Performance of Wet 
Usine THE 
Ning Essenrrat Macazine Functions 
Anatysis System 


I would never expect any one magazine to perform every single magazine function. But when 
one gets as close as Wet did, by god, that’s exciting. Let’s take a look: 


1. — Picture Book Function 

One of the things I enjoy looking at is the naked body. Wet provides. A favorite article is 
about swimmers bodies (Sept./Oct. 1981). Master swimmers — ages 4.6 to 76 — pose in their 
racing suits in front of a nylon parachute backdrop. “Well preserved older flesh,” it says in 
the margin. This is just the sort of thing I want to know about. Another delight is "A Gallery 
of Noses” (March/April 1981). One side of the spread shows 16 noses belonging to Los 
Angeleans, the other, 16 New Yorkers’ noses. In the text below, the participants describe 
themselves and their noses. A fascinating study of human variation and sameness.” I should 
mention that Wet’s photographs were all in black and white, and that — except for a feature on 
Helmut Newton’s work — most of the nudity is brazenly ordinary and unglamorous. 

When I called Leonard Koren and asked him about what magazines he reads now, he 
confessed that the one he’s most interested in is House & Garden — what he called a magazine 


of “pornographic interiors.” 


2. — Catalog Function 

I was invited to teach a class of 6th graders about magazine making recently. I asked the 
teachers to have the kids bring their favorite magazine to our first session. A good batch of 
kids did not bring magazines, but actual catalogs — for stereo components and stuff. Though I 


[ Wet At A Glance ] 

— Sample of subjects covered in each issue (from Nov. 1980's table of contents): Fasuron, Porrtres, Mentar Hearn, Art, Yourn, 
Cinema, Reticion, Law, Ourtaws, Business, Music, Science, Gourmer BATHING. 

~— Subject headings assigned to Wet by Library of Congress: “Bathing customs. Periodicals” and “Erotica. Periodicals.” 

— Cartoonist Matt Groening got his start in Wet. 

— Wet Writer/interviewer Kristine McKenna currently writes for The Los Angeles Times and other publications. 

~ Koren has since authored many books, among them Wabi-Sabi for Artists. Designers, Poets & Philosophers (Stone Bridge Press, 1994). 
How to Rake Leaves (Stone Bridge, 1993), and Success Stories: How Eleven of Japan's Most Interesting Businesses Came to Be 

(Chronicle Books, 1990). He is currently working on a book about the making of Wet. 

— Wet's ad (from March/April 1981 issue): “Wet Magazine. You won't understand the 1980s without it.” 
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was surprised, I shouldn't have been; when I was 15, I subscribed to Seventeen just to 
feverishly study the make-up ads. 

Some magazines function quite legitimately as the link between you and your purchase 
(Factsheet 5, Feminist Baseball). Some magazines don’t admit to being catalogs, but they are 
(American Baby, Vogue, Shape). This is probably necessary, but deception is never pleasant. 

Today, I respect the fact that Wet’s ads knew their place. They were stacked in boxes 
along the sides of pages; there were addresses and telephone numbers in ‘em. What they 
offered was as exotic as the articles: flip books, isolation tanks, and a performance of 
"Chevrolet Training Film: The Remake.” The “Right Reverend Robert Alexander” frequently 
advertised “Nondenominational/Nonsectarian Marriages” at “The Temple of Man” in 


Venice, California. 
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3. — Heft Function 

To be satisfying over the long haul, magazines need to tackle issues of substance. 
Articles may need length. I am grateful for the room Wet gave its subjects. Six rich pages for 
33 year old [cartoonist] Mark Alan Stamaty (March/April 1981). Seven for Mel Edelman’s 
"The Serious Building Climber’s Handbook” (May/June 1981), complete with photos of 
fingerholds and suggested routes up. 

It is impossible for me — even today — to not read Kristine McKenna’s interviews. She 
pitches sometimes wildly, sometimes simply, but her questions elicit vivid portraits. She 
asked Nigerian author Amos Tutuola, “What is the worst evil that can befall aman?” To Merle 
Haggard: “Are you attracted to chaos?” Gang of Four’s Andy Gill was asked, “What's the most 
overrated idea currently held by western culture?” He answered, “Individualism. Los 
Angeles.” 


4. — Club Membership Function 

A magazine’s charisma depends on how much the reader senses the magazine as the 
voice of a particular club, and — this is the delicate part — how open that club is for new 
members. Here’s the thing about Wet: as entranced as I was — as much as I imagined that Wet 
was created by a friendly crowd of fabulous people, always ready to push the envelope — I 
wasn’t sure I was invited to the party. Sometimes I almost felt like an interloper. Now Greg, 
he never had this problem. These were his new friends, and Wet was his new stylebook. After 
the fashion photo spread “Men in Skirts” appeared (Nov 1980), he went to the thrift store 
and bought himself a nice gray wool one. (ox, it was probably me egging him on, and he never 
did wear it outside the apartment.) 

When I talked to Leonard, he confirmed my impressions. Prior to and during the early 
years of Wet, he was actually hosting large “bath parties” (with 150 to 200 guests), held in part 
to repay model-friends who had posed for his “bath art” works. Wet grew out of the success of 
these parties, as a way to reach out to even more people. So he was inviting me, but I had my 
guard up. I might have let it down, if we hadn’t driven all the way to Venice and parked our 
car on Melrose Place only to find ourselves in the middle of absolutely nothing — no vintage 
clothing shops, no crazy art, no people, no party. Chain link fence and distance. 
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5. — Tip Sheet Function 

Classified heavy magazines are really on the verge of being newspapers, devoted as they 
are to the explicitly temporal. Furthermore, to run “help wanted” and “call for entries” 
notices is to precisely name your audience, something that makes sense for Chronicle of 
Higher Education, Poets & Writers, and Pit & Quarry. Wisely, Wet never went here. 


6. — Deliverer of Goofiness Function 

Here, Wet shines. Less caustic than National Lampoon, not as fart-oriented as Mad 
Magazine, Wet manages to be playful without resorting to childishness. Well, sort of. The 
cover of the March/April 1981 issue features two pigs doing it. Recently I had this issue on 
the kitchen table, when the doorbell rang. It was the building engineer, coming to check our 
house. Not to be indecent, I thought I'd just turn the cover over, you know... But — ha ha! It’s 
the same two pigs on the back cover. 


7. — How-to Handbook Function 
One of my Wet issues did have some recipes. But Wet was no Bon Appétit, Herb Quarterly, 
or Knitting Times, that’s for sure. 


8. — Puzzle Book Function 
Wet never ran any crossword puzzles. A pity. 


9. — Vessel of the New and Fresh Function 
Wet shot cannonballs of surprise every issue. There were little ones: “Boris Karloff used 


to sell real estate.” “Florence Nightingale hoarded paper.” Medium-sized real news, like the 
bit about how the Swiss Medical Association installed cold water arm baths along their 
highway so tired drivers would stick their arms in, increase circulation, revive awakeness, 
and reduce traffic accidents (Nov/Dec. 1977). And disturbing shocks, like the “Sex with the 
Dead” article (March/April 1981) and “This Gun for Hire: An American Soldier of Fortune” 
(Noy 1980). There’s even an exclusive interview with “Ross Perot, Capitalist Commando” in 
the November 1980 issue, 12 years before his presidential attempt. It nearly knocks me over: 
Wet was where | first learned of 2 Japanese, Laurie Anderson, Ed Ruscha, and Frank Gehry — 
artists who all became important to me (or Greg). 

Because it never isolated itself, but leapt from the mainstream into the margins, Wet was 
able to open me up and give me something new. 


[ conrinvEn oN Next pace ] 
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Wuar Psorte WHo've 
Never Seen Wet BrrorE 


Say Azour Ir 
(IN 1997) 


Surrtey (who enjoyed Trouser Press during the early 1980s): “It makes me so nostalgic!” 
(Nancy: “Why?”) “Because I can read it! There’s normal typefaces! These days there's stupid 
magazines like Raygun. You might enjoy what they have to say, but you can’t f-in read it.” 
Kerru: “Where’s the little ads in the back? I want little ads in the back.” 
3 70% Jennirer: “Seems like a proto-zine. It has lots of the stuff people went on to do in 
smaller versions — commentary on popular culture, a tendency towards the subversive, the 


graphics, the subject matter...” 


Liypa (looking at issue with article entitled, "17 Beautiful Men Taking a Shower”): “This 


is still interesting!” 


Nick: “It's OK. Reminds me of Nancy's Magazine.” 


ffs 


1. — In my defense (sort of), N’sM is also a big fat rip off of Better Homes & Gardens, the other magazine I 
subscribed to in the early 1980s. I respected BH&G’s general sweep and newsy bits about interior 
decorating product development. In fact, I would've liked Wet even more if it had a craft section. 

2. — GOD is this embarrassing: in 1987, I lined up myself and two friends so our noses could be 
photographed and compared. Yes, I thought I thought of it first. 
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NATIONAL AND 
Internatronat Events 
I Tank 

Twas AWARE oF 
Dunine THE TIME 

I Susscrisep 


to Wet 


Oe) 


Three Mile Island 

Moral Majority founded 

John Wayne dies 

"We Are Family” by Chic 

The Who concert, stampede, deaths 


1980 
Reagan elected 
Lech Walesa leads Polish shipyard workers strike 
Double-digit inflation 
CNN goes on the air 
Mon Oncle d’Amerique with Gérard Dépardieu 
"Sailing” by Christopher Cross 
Gaucho by Steely Dan 
Second Edition by Public Image Ltd. 
Remain in Light by Talking Heads 
Ian Curtis (Joy Division) hangs himself 
John Lennon shot 
Mount St. Helens erupts 
U.S. boycotts Olympics in Moscow 
Walkmans 


1981 
Tran releases hostages 
"The Tide is High” by Blondie 
Physical” by Olivia Newton-John 
Charles & Di marry 
Bob Marley dies 
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Wet, November, 1980 
Executive Editor: Elizabeth Freeman 

Photo Design: Bill Womack, Wippo, Kathy Hilburn 
Photo/design: Dranoel Nerok 
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Billboard, December 28, 1996 
Editor in Chief: Timothy White 
Art Director: Jeff Nisbet 
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Martin VENEZKY 


Listening In 


Pick up a copy of Billboard magazine and skip to the last few pages. There you'll find the 
ultimate icon of pop music authority — the “Hot 100 chart.” This paper pronouncement 
tells the story of a single record’s performance. How high it climbed, how it beat its 
competition into the top ten, how long it lingered before disappearing into pop heaven. 


Billboard has been ranking popular music and publishing its charts every week since July 
1940. The formula for measuring popularity has shifted over the years, but some com- 
bination of radio play, sales, and jukebox selection has always yielded a list that, once placed 
in my adolescent hands, opened a window to a world outside my own. The view could be 
harsh. For no matter how loudly I would cheer on a beloved record, the sound couldn't travel 
beyond my room. And often the song would flicker and die before anyone could fall in love 
with its charm. But even after such disappointment, I accepted Billboard’s authority and the 
inviolability of its charts as the true snapshot of the moment. 

I've used these snapshots to build my own scrapbook. The color of the ink, the pattern of 
the columns, the look of the record’s title woven into the list. These are the odd memories 
bound between the covers. A drifting, familiar melody doesn’t coax me back to ocean spray 
and sunshine, or afterschool parties, laughter or woodfires. I don’t remember any of the 
poignant moments that pop music was invented to surround. Instead I remember the pages 
from this magazine. 

It’s serious. Long ago, my best friend Helen’s mom scolded me for investing so much 
brain power into this silly hobby. Others laughed it off as trivial, and who could disagree? But 
inconsequential or monumental, my romance with the charts was vital, and wasn’t born out 
of a good memory for detail. It became a lifeline for me, a way of cataloguing and coping with 
aworld both frightening and uncontrollable. 


I don’t want to tell you too much. But as I graduated from childhood into adolescence my 
world began to shrink. For many years I was a deeply nervous child. I was either sick or afraid 
of being sick and I could neither predict nor cure this curse. My body demonized me — it was 
an enemy. And as the enemy took hold, solitude became my only security. Except for the 
imposed community of school, for which I braced myself every morning, I was alone. Within 
my room, within our house, behind barricades of books, I could finally exhale. I squeezed the 
treacherous air from my lungs. I shut my eyes and lowered my forehead onto my polished 
wooden desk. I had made it through another gauntlet of a day, back to an ever-suffocating 
shelter. And by my side, always by my side, was the radio. 

T can tell you the exact day — October 18, 1970 — when my sealed world stopped shrink- 
ing. I was thirteen, it was Sunday morning, The radio dial absently snagged on a show that 
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caught my attention. “American Top 40” was a newly syndicated show that simply played a 
countdown, from 40 to 1, of the Billboard magazine “Hot 100 Singles Chart.” 

That morning, as usual, my parents were preparing for work, gathering cameras and 
lights to photograph another wedding. My sisters were busy with sisterly things. So I huddled 
undisturbed for the three hour show, meticulously transcribing the chart from the radio. I 
still have that ruled sheet of notebook paper, and holding it now, I can’t really say what 
motivated me; perhaps the clean order of a list, or the official nature of the program and the 
chart. Science. I imagined this mythic “Billboard” as a sea of computers counting every cash 
register ringing in every record shop, every needle touching spinning grooves at every radio 
station. The dispassionate documentation of passionate music. Truth without persuasion. 

You probably wouldn't recognize most of the titles on that first chart. Many records that 

gue reach the top forty never catch on nationally. They rest buried as murky, minor hits by 
forgotten artists. Even though the radio was my closest friend, its local nature had shielded 
me from an oasis of music that was being applauded in other pockets of the country. But I 
learned every one of these songs by heart. Next Sunday I returned to my post, and the Sunday 
after that. A ritual had begun, and for the first time in my life I felt my small, isolated room 


had a window into a broader culture. 


For months I collected, studied, averaged and totaled the weekly charts. These fragile 
lists were twisted around every statistical analysis that a thirteen year old could devise. I was 
married to them. With two radios running, I spent whole days listing every record played, 
then comparing the numbers with the official charts. Today, the ubiquitous Billboard logo is 
attached to everything from awards shows to CDs. You can pick up the magazine in news- 
stands all over town. But in 1970, it buried itself, invisible. And despite my study, I had never 
seen an actual copy of this mysterious “Billboard Hot 100.” I had no idea what floated be- 
neath the fortieth parallel. 

Then, in early 1971, a little gift shop opened a few blocks from home, in a strip mall 
planted across the street from school. “World of Gifts” had its front door covered with strips 
of tiny bells that clattered long after you passed through its perfume-and-candle-scented 
threshold. Between macrame planters and carved wooden elephants was a modest record 
department. I had detoured through the shop on my way home from school, and there I 
stood, transfixed by a paper vision. Scotch-taped to the front counter was the Billboard Hot 
100 chart. It was a brand new list, posted days before the Sunday radio broadcast. And I had 
to have it. I grabbed a sheet of notebook paper and, with trembling fingers, began penciling 


out the chart, line by line. Patricia, the shop's glamorous owner, had been watching me for 


4 some time when she interrupted my furious work. 

H “My God! You're not writing down that entire list, are you? I can’t have you huddling 

! over the counter for hours.” A pair of oversized aviator glasses exaggerated her disbelief. 
"Yes... I’m sorry. I mean, if it’s okay. ... I can write really fast.” I had never confessed 

my curious hobby to anyone, and I didn’t know how to explain why I had to do this. Even my 

parents never questioned me, happy that finally something seemed to calm me down. I had 

to finish, but I feared she would order me out or demand an explanation. She must have 


EMigre NO.41 


sensed my panic or my harmlessness. Her bracelets clattered as she ground out her cigarette 
behind the counter. Her face softened, and behind a billow of smoke, she beamed almost 
motherly. 

“Well, if you've got to have that list, I'll save it for you when I put the new one up.” 

“Really? That would be great!” I was still copying steadily and down to line ninety when I 
noticed the ragged left-hand edge of the page. It had been ripped out of the magazine. I 
pushed my luck. 

“Do you keep the whole magazine?” 

“We usually throw them out.” 

My eyes widened and magnified in her lenses. She knew my next question. 

“Okay, I'll bring you whatever I've got left at home,” she jangled. 


I felt my room’s window widening a little bit more. 


It seems funny to imagine this young boy racing back to his monastery, a roll of 
magazines under his arm, expecting to have the secrets of the music world revealed to him. 
Unbundled and spread open, what lay before me was a surprise. Billboard is a trade journal, 
after all, written in the industry's coded jargon, with stories about manufacturing contracts, 
distribution deals, sell-through, rack jobbing. The magazine was not for fans, but for em- 
ployees. Music was a product, and sales and profits were its measure. Even reviews of new 
releases stressed sales and airplay predictions. 

Was I horrified at discovering that, behind the benign, statistical curtain, like the wizard 
in the Emerald City, was a marketing machine? Not at all. The workings of the industry 
fascinated me. | imagined these invisible men and women sweating to make a record a hit or 
a group a star, and the public deciding to accept or reject the offer like a spoiled child. 
Monumental ad campaigns unfolded in these pages celebrating records that would never be 
heard. Even more wonderful, someone’s neglected song, cast overboard like ballast by a 
machine that had had its fill, would land onto some DJ's turntable, catch on fire and burst 
through the airwaves. If there were a magic key to popularity, this crowd hadn’t found it. 

Every Thursday, after school, I would make World of Gifts my home, waiting for Patricia 
to arrive and post the new chart. My illness had tempered enough for me to do odd tasks and 
run errands in exchange for her old copies. Sometimes I would idle through the shop for 
hours, waiting patiently, thumbing through the new albums. Since I knew every record on 
the charts, I was helpful when someone’s mom would dart in with a fragment of a lyric froma 
record her daughter had to have for her birthday. Sometimes kids from my school would stop 
in to browse. This was my secret haven, and I hoped they would ignore me like they did in 
class. They usually passed me like another shelf of scented candles. 


One evening, Bobby B. pushed open the door, his bulk rattling the bells into spasms. He 
was the hulking bully-king of my 8th grade class, someone whom I always granted a wide 
berth. I expected him to barrel through to the libido-rock section, but instead he paused 


anxiously by the 4.5rpm counter, where the cashier and I were posted. He spoke softly. 
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“Do you have the record that goes, ‘What I got they used to call the blues’?” 

The cashier stared blankly. She wasn’t the music hound that I was. She didn’t know 
anything. 

"*Rainy Days and Mondays,” [ blurted out. “It’s by the Carpenters.” 

"That's it. Yeah. Rainy Days and Mondays.” Bobby nodded towards me without recog- 
nition, but with an embarrassed smile. I reached behind me and pulled a copy from the bin 
marked #5. (With Bobby's help, the record would climb to #2 where it remained for two 
weeks, just behind Carole King’s “It’s Too Late.”) Bobby admired the sleeve, with its blue and 
white silhouette of Karen and Richard, made his purchase and left the shop. I had never 
spoken to him before or since, and felt odd to have been part of this strange intimacy. 

I know he probably bought the record for his baby sister or girlfriend or ailing mother. 


3 we But for all these years I’ve imagined Bobby sitting pensively in front of his stereo, lifting the 
needle off the record to hear it again and again, a phone ringing unanswered in the other 


room with an invitation to one more party, one more night. 


Like a parent, Billboard and its charts granted me permission. Under the guise of 
“research,” I could explore and enjoy music that might be ridiculed publicly by my peers. 
Syrupy ballads, down-home country, deep soul. In the early 70s, pop music was an amazing 
grab bag of regionalism and national crazes. Radio stations really did broadcast what today's 
market-niched-to-death radio mockingly pretends to embrace: “true variety.” The charts 
compiled this patchwork into a glorious document that didn’t just indicate what was “cool,” 
but also what people cared about at the time. Andy Williams next to the Rolling Stones next to 
Freddy Fender next to Ike & Tina Turner. I guess instead of taste, I was developing empathy. 
I loved them all. Even the goofiest songs that are laughed at now had a reason for their 
popularity. They were hits. People bought them. I’d like to think I understood that although 
they were mere slivers off of the mountain of culture, these records were moments shared 
among a massive and diverse population. They meant something to people then. That's what 
I thought they liked “out there.” 


And “out there” was where I ached be. 


Through Billboard, I had discovered a window, but never quite found a door. My chronic 
solitude still tethered me to my room. So I never learned how to socialize, how to chat or in- 
teract. Except through the radio, I didn’t learn about romance or flirting or desire. I didn’t 
understand sports or hanging out, or parties, or fashion. I didn’t know it then but, except 


through songs, I didn’t understand nighttime. Or being carefree, and how a body is supposed 
to feel and behave. 

Perhaps it all boils down to popularity. I wanted to know how records became popular. 
How they shuffled in obscurity until suddenly demanding desire, and how that desire might 
endure. My appetite was ready to consume the entire history of popular music. I had 
discovered reference books that catalogued all the Billboard charts. | memorized them. My 
dad had been overseeing a small portrait studio in downtown Washington. I would ride down 
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with him from our suburban home, loop around the mall and jump out at the Library of 
Congress, where I had discovered the complete bound collection of Billboard issues. The 
books were thick and awkward and their brittle edges snapped into dust under my clumsy 
hands. I copied pages down in a shorthand I had invented for the occasion, and typed the 
charts up at night. I knew it all. 

This obsession of mine seemed to be slowly undermining my disease. I could function 
and travel and almost imagine what “normal” might feel like. Maybe this expertise could 
even give me a slice of popularity. My notebooks were covered with extra copies of the Hot 
100 chart. I recited song lyrics and hits from the past at the drop of a hat. Students would quiz 
me just to see if | had an answer. | expected my enthusiasm to make me a hero, not brand me 
as eccentric. This was pop music. These were the hits. They were supposed to like them. But 
there I was reciting to a crowd that was amused more by this odd little fellow spouting 
statistics than by anything he was saying. They didn’t care about the biggest hits of 1962. 


Thad gotten it all wrong. 


Now I see that at the same time I was listening so much, I was missing so much, Music 
for me was reduced to the recorded, merchandisable object. That is what the Billboard charts 
measured, that is what the machine pushed, and that is what I loved. The stories behind the 
songs, the personalities that wrote and made the music, the inspiration, completely eluded 
me. I couldn't tell you how many members were in a given group or their names, but I could 
list all of their hits. I wasn’t a fan, I was a scientist. I had never felt the joyous, giddy rush, the 
dancing and singing that happened outside the pages of my beloved magazine. My window 
was really a glass wall. 

High school, graduation, college, career. These things I couldn’t have imagined when 
my world was a tiny, closed room. But step by step, I pushed myself along a path through 
larger rooms that could hold more than one, to windows and doors that led to more windows 
and more doors. Through it all I followed the magazine and the music faithfully. I ran a 
record department, programmed the college radio station, and, believe it or not, worked for 
atime as a club DJ. 

For many years I was buying everything that rose into Billboard's top 60, amassing a 
collection of ten thousand records. I sealed them in plastic, catalogued them and displayed 
them proudly on long bookshelves. Things have changed. What once was a passion ended up 
feeling like a curse. For me the magic had dwindled out of the industry. I no longer liked the 
music that was churned out, and I didn’t even bother playing most of the records I bought. 
When vinyl 45s disappeared from stores around 1991, I stopped buying new music or paying 
close attention to the charts. Today they're in boxes in a friend's basement in Oakland, to- 
gether with my notebooks filled with all my charts. I haven't looked at them for years. 

But I still keep a few reference books at hand. And with Tower Records around the 
corner from my home, | still drift by the magazine rack every week to flip through the new 
issue of Billboard. I don’t recognize many titles on the Hot 100 anymore. And when I do hear 


new music that is riding the charts, I am almost always disappointed. It all just sounds like 
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stuff. Rap stuff or Hootie stuff or Alterno-stuff. Nothing vital. Nothing grabs me like, say, the 
first time I heard the opening chords of Bennie & the Jets. 

I listen to old records now. Not the big hits that wore me out, but obscure records that 
barely dented the pop charts. Maybe I’m hibernating in the past until a new cloud of pop 
pleasure descends — the next big thing, perhaps. | think it came and went this past year. 
That's how long “big things” last these days. Inspecting Billboard on the web, while no match 
for its printed counterpart, is at least convenient. I just visited the site, and saw that Los Del 
Rio’s Bayside Boys mix of the Macarena has won the crown for the biggest hit of 1996. Having 
been #1 for 14, weeks in a row, and back in the top ten after 55 weeks on the chart, this is no 
surprise. 

You couldn't escape it. Weddings, meetings, conventions, nightclubs and birthday 
parties were filled with boys and girls and men and women doing this dopey, infectious 
dance. Country versions and swing versions and big band versions appeared. The giddiness 
and dumbness and emptiness and joy of pop music returned. For a moment, above all the 
groans from the sophisticates, silliness became profound. Even lonely arms could glide 
through dissolved glass, swaying out front to the beat, then bent to the neck, sides and back. 
The record was a hit. People bought it. Here was my fractured fantasy come true — pop music 
connecting the world inside and out. Finally, after such a long, empty spell, a new snapshot 
for my album. I couldn't have been happier. 


# te 
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Hot 100 Chart 
Billboard, February 13. 1971 
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message and the audience hardly ever makes a 
move towards better communication. Imagine 
hearing noises over the phone while you are 
trying to listen to the other person on the line, 
or receiving static on your TV! These pyro- 
technical effects do not enhance reception of 
the message: they only help in making the au- 
dience “aware” of the medium the message is 
being transmitted though. 

Yet there is something about Carson’s work 
that is truly a sign of the times. When you say 
that "...what I end up remembering about the 
essay is not so much what I read, but how 
difficult it was to read at all...,” you seem to be 
describing the problem I have when surfing 
the Net. For I am not able to remember con- 
tent or design of the pages I visit, since the 
only thing I am concerned about is: how I got 
there, and what pages can I go to if I press the 
"back" button. The web, and Carson’s work, 
seem to be obliging people to develop some 
kind of sixth sense: a sense of location. 

Gaston, Internet 


Dear Emigre, 

I just want to thank you for your great maga- 
zine. It keeps us informed and really inspires 
us. Zuzana Licko's fonts are highly appreciated 
in our small, but hard working graphic design 
community. 

Nedjeljko Spoljar, Sensus Design Factory, Zagreb, 
Croatia 


Dear Emigre, 

I'd like to comment on an article you were in- 
volved in that was published in Print for Sept./ 
Oct 1992 titled “Kicking Up a Little Dust.” I'm 
a senior graphic design student at the Mont- 
serrat College of Art in Beverly, Massachu- 
setts, which is located just outside Boston. Be- 
fore reading the article I thought design 
should only be created in the "International 
Style.” I couldn't see it any other way. I didn't 
like any other way. Until I read this. It opened 
my mind and made me see the whole picture. I 
now understand what you guys are doing. And 
I love it. I now feel I can design without a grid. 
I can loosen up a little. Not to be a tight-ass 
“Information Architect” HA HA HA. Although 
I will always love the Modernist look as well as. 
Vignelli’s work, too, I now feel that I can do 
whatever I wish. Screw the critics. “Out with 
the old and in with the new.” Or perhaps "In 
with the old and out with the new.” Thanks 
Chris D, Internet 


Dear Emigre, 

This is a fan letter. I love your mailings. They 
are beautiful. Out of all the mailings and ad- 
vertisements I get, yours are the only ones | 
read cover-to-cover and hang on the wall. My 
teenagers beg for the font posters, but I won't 
let them have them. (They do hang up bicycle 
and snowboard magazine ads created with 
your fonts.) I will be ordering more fonts 
soon. Thanks. 

Susan Edmondson, Internet 


Dear Emigre, 

I'm sure you hate it when people write in and 
try to give you ideas for your magazine, but I 
decided to try anyway. First off, I want to go on 
the record as saying that I like the new (not 
really all that new anymore) format. Sure, I 
miss the big pictures, the unique size and the 
acres and acres of beautiful design, but it fits 
into my booksack now. I enjoy the new focus, 
but the theoretical essays/ramblings do often 
bore, confuse and frustrate, mostly confuse, 
me. That's why I'm writing. 

The new focus has given me a concept of the 
theoretical ideas that should and do shape 
what our profession does and how it works in 
the theoretical sense. My problem is that it is 
all so abstract. I have all of these theories 
floating around in my head, but I don’t under- 
stand how these proposed ideas are supposed 
to manifest themselves in my work. Maybe 
I'm just dumb, or maybe it’s because I 
couldn't go to a more theoretical-based school 
than Louisiana State University. But I think 
that there are other people in the same boat as 
Tam. 

In Emigre 19 Katherine McCoy said that the 
Post-Structural theories had been digested 
and internalized at Cranbrook. I want to see 
how and where it comes out. Rick Vermeulen, 
in Eye 21, said he would like to see a more con- 
crete esthetic discussion, “I want to know 
something about the actual design and the 
reason why it works.” I’m not asking for pic- 
tures to rip off, so that I can turn around and 
say “Here is where I implemented Barthes’ 
theory of...” I'm looking for descriptions of 
people's methods for implementing their ide- 
as. I would like to hear my esthetic role mod- 
els’ theories about how and what they do, and I 
would like to see my philosophical role mod- 
els’ theories manifest themselves in how and 
what they do. 

It would be amazing to read the theories of 
some of the zsthetic superstars of design, 
such as: Rick Valicenti, April Greiman, Ed 
Fella, Elliott Earls, Jonathan Barnbrook, the 
Makelas, Tibor Kalman, Chipp Kidd, Allen 
Hori, Reverb, Hard Werken, Studio Dumbar, 
just to name a few. And it would be equally im- 
pressive to see how people like Andrew Blau- 
velt, Anne Burdick, Brian Schorn, Putch Tu, 
Lorraine Wild, Louise Sandhaus and Design/ 
Writing/Research put their ideas into prac- 
tice. 

In the book Graphic Design Inspirations and In- 
novations, Rebeca Mendez presented a very in- 
teresting, although brief, explanation of what 
she dees and how her theories appear in her 
work. It was tremendously interesting, and I 
think people would accept and understand 
theory more if they could see how some of the 
theorists put their ideas into their work. 

The way I see it, our profession seems to have 
drawn a distinct line between practice and 
theory. But I think that almost all designers 
have their own personal theories that guide 
their practice, and I think it would benefit the 
profession if we could explain and demon- 
strate these ideas to each other. 


You have done some amazing work to erase 
that line; I would just like to see it erased even 
more. Devoted to theory-in-practice and 
practice-in-theory would be great. Then 
again, that’s just my own opinion, and I may 
just be slow and/or dumb. 

Your pal, 

Tal Leming, Baton Rouge, Louisiana 


Response: 

Thank you for your great letter. 

Here's how I understand it all works: The the- 
ories are meant to analyze design more than to 
be used as a particular approach or method by 
which to make design. Ellen Lupton put it this 
way in the book Design, Writing Research: "...we 
see deconstruction as a critical process — an 
act of questioning.” 

The theories have brought into question stan- 
dard design procedures and have exposed, 
among other things, how the designer's inten- 
tions do not necessarily match the way the au- 
dience interprets a design. While this knowl- 
edge doesn’t exactly help you produce your 


designs, it dees help give a more realistic pic- 
ture of how design operates within society. 

I, too, read Rick Vermeulen’s remark in Eye, 
and thought it ironic, as Emigre has dealt with 
the issues he raised to a point of repetitive- 
ness. We have featured lengthy interviews 
with most of the people on your list delving 
into the hows and whys. I, too, want to know 
something about the actual design and the 
reason why it works. The truth of the matter is 
there comes a time when you run out of words 
describing design; perhaps this is the point at 
which design starts. 

In closing, I say Louisiana State University 
must be doing something right, since you 
seem anxious to participate in the debate and 
you are asking all the right questions. That's 
always a good thing for design. 

Rudy VanderLans, Berkeley, California 


Of Note: 

We are proud to announce that Emigre has won 
the 1996 Publish Magazine Impact Award. 
Also, “TOC”, the project produced by Steve 
Tomasula and Stephen Farrell, published in 
Emigre 37, has won an award in the 7th Annual 
International Abiko Quarterly Fiction Con- 
test. 


VENT, RESPOND, COMMENT OR CRITICIZE: 
Snail mail: 
4475 D Street, Sacramento, CA 95819, USA. 


Fax: 
(916) 452 4351 


Email: 
editor@emigre.com 


EMIgrE NO.41 


NETHE 
OGRAM 


WE LIVE IN a culture which allows voyeuristic Eastern Michigan University 
participation using tools linked July 7 to July 25,1997 
to global ethernets.. be program 
no. 9 seeks to link design theory and practice, engaging the participants in a trans- 
disciplinary dialogue analyzing, viewing, and discussing those cultural linkages that are the basis 
for attitudes that facilitate and inspire contemporary design thinking. The program involves thematically 
related studio projects, visitations, discussion sessions, presentations and seminars collectively structured 
to facilitate dialogue, connection and context. Collectively the intent is to break down notions, to consider other 
modes and conditions that inform the development of communication response. 
In the early part of the twentieth century major movements central to 
concepts in modern design were forming. In one culture, the Netherlands, a continuous connection from modern's inception to 
present day practitioners is evident. Key figures in the early modern movement in the Netherlands such as Piet Zwart, Paul 
Schuitema, Dick Elffers and Gerrit Rietveld have a direct influence on contemporary practicing designers and 
commissioners. In the Netherlands, clients, designers and society accept and 
encourage solutions that respond to communication needs with an 
inventive twist distinct from those seen in other cultures. 
It becomes apparent that design is integrated 
into the fabric of everyday society, 
obvious within the public 
environment. 


Chis. i 
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The program is open to professional designers, 
graduate students, educators, and select 
undergraduate candidates (upon portfolio 
review: 10 to 20 slides). Students are eligible for 
three graduate or undergraduate credits. 


CONTACTS 
PROGRAM COST? doug kisor or susan LaPorte 


$3000.00 eastern Michigan University 
Students are responsible for airfare and © APPLICATION communication Design Area 


For application information contact either Doug eee Bea ay oe ie Fri dene april $114 Ford Hall 
Ki i : z , Ypsilanti, Ml 48197 
isor or Susan LaPorte. Return the application 10 eytra funds for some meals, a few Peer a 


form with a good faith deposit of $300.00 supplies, personal ground transportation 
payable to Eastern Michigan University. If and spending money. 

accepted the fee is applied toward the program 

Cost, upon non-acceptance the fee is returned. Covering a three week period from 


July 7 - 25, 1997, the program is based in PACH ERM ITORIGAN TU NINERCIGT 
London & Rotterdam with side trips to BIVTIGNIGE CONTINUINGIEDUCATICN 


Amsterdam, Den Haag, Breda, Antwerp,  ORDEMIG PROSUAMS ABROAD 
and other select locations. 


fax: 313 480-1927 
email: fa_kisor@emuvax.emich.edu 
http://www.art.acad.emich.edu/graphic/design, htm! 


